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fl>rcface. 


T"1HE    iirst    volume    of     Light    and    Life 
Songs   was  prepared   and    issued    in 
^— J     1904.     The  object  was  to  provide  the 
best  material  available   for  Sunday- 
schools,  Evangelistic  and  Gospel  Services, 
and    for  Prayer  and   Devotional  Meetings. 

That  this  collection  was  one  of  unusual 
merit  has  been  evidenced  by  the  demands 
of  an  appreciative  public  which  have  re- 
quired the  printing  of  many  editions. 

The  present  work  has  been  prepared 
with  equal  care  and  with  the  same  object, 
and  it  seems  eminently  fitting  that  it  should 
carry  the  title  of  Light  and  Life  Songs, 
Number  Two. 

That  the  gracious  Spirit  of  our  Lord  will 
attend  the  singing  of  these  songs  and  make 
them  an  evangel  of  truth  and  ealvation  is 
our  prayer. 

W.  B.  Olmstead,  j 

D.  S.  WARNER,  Committee. 

W.  B.  Rose,  ) 
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1.  In    lov-ing  kind-ness    Je  - sus  came  My  soul  in  mer  -  cy      to     re-claim; 

2.  He  called  me  long  be  -  fore    I  heard,  Be  -  fore  my  sin  -  ful  heart  was  stirred; 

3.  His  brow  was  pierced  with  many  a  thorn, His  hands  by  cru  -  el  nails  were  torn, 

4.  Now  on  a    high  -  er   plane    I  dwell,  And  with  my  soul    I  know  'tis  well: 

h    h  h  i    r-    Is  Is  !     Is  Is    Is   i 
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And  from  the  depths  of  sin  and  shame,Thro'  grace  He  lift-ed  me. 

But  when  I  took  Him  at  His  word,  For-giv'n,He  lift  -  ed  me. 

When  from  my  guilt  and  grief, forlorn, In    love   He  lift  -  ed  me. 

Yet    how  or  why,   I  can-not  tell,  He  should  have  lift-ed  me. 
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He    lift  -  ed     me. 
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Chorus. 


-fcu-h- 


Szzfe 


S=* 


From  sink-ing  sand    He   lift-ed  me,  With  ten  -  der  hand    He   lift-ed  me; 
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From  shades  of  night  to  plains  of  light,   0  praise  His  name,  He  lift-ed  me! 


lii 


l±=f=rf 


*=* 


~t #_• «_ 


-p-r 


?— V 


-: 


F=tfc=S=*: 


IS^i 


Jesus  Answers  Prayer. 

BY  W    B    ROSE.   AGENT 
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1.  Tho*  sli;nl-«)ws  u'ath-cr   an!  the  way  seems  lung,  Clouds  hide   the    sun-shine, 

2.  He    kimws  thr  way  is  hard,    be    not   dis-mayed,  Trust     in     thy    Sav-iuur, 

3.  Can  we  not  trust  Him,  who  siu  h  love  doth  show?  His     way  makes  our  way, 
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God  can     give      a      song;  Let  not  thy  cour-age  fal-ter,  nor    de-spair, 

0         be      not      a  -  fraid;  Tho'  still  unanswered, -trust  His  love  and  care, 

where-so  -  e'er     we     go;  His  yoke  is    ea  -  sy,  He  the  load  will  bear, 
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For      Je    -    sus     an  -  swers  prayer.  Je  -  sua  an-swers  prayer, 

Je-sua  an-swers  prayer, 
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Ask 


of     Him,      and 


Je   -  sus     an  -  swers  prayer; 

Je  -  sus      an-swers  pnyer; 
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come  be  -  liev   -    ing,      For    Je  -  sus   an-swers  prayer. 

Je  -  sus   an-swers  prayer. 
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A  Sinner  Saved  by  Grace. 
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1.  Weak  and    un-wor-thy  tho'    I      be,    Yet  Christ,  the  Sav-ior  died  for    me; 

2.  Wea  -  ry     of  sin,    to   him   I    came   And  asked  for  par-don  in  his  name; 

3.  Tho'  fierce  temptations  press  me  sore,  I'll  leave   my  Sav-ior  nev-er-more; 

f  -0L      _fi.       +     JL     JL     JL     +L      JSL. 

0 0 — a = — 0 — 0 rf^— -t— rfc 


m 


:  i 


£^ 


■k-MHFFP 


tt=k=ttt 


£=fc: 


Ipi^^gg^p^^lp 


And    I    shall  see   his  bless-ed  face,    For  I'm  a  sin-ner  sav'd  by  grace. 

He  heard,  and  now  in  his   em-brace      I    live,  a  sin-ner  sav'd  by  grace. 

In  heav'n  he  has  prepared  a    place    For  me,  a   sin-ner   sav'd  by  grace. 
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In      glo  -  ry      I      shall  see 


I    shall    see     his  face, 
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face,     his    bless  -  ed  face,         I    shall 
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bless-ed   face,          his     blessed  face;           In      glo          -          ry     I  shall 

see  his  bless-ed  face,    I  shall  see  his  bless-ed  face;  In      glo  -  ry  I  shall  see         his 
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his 


face, For   I'm    a 
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face,     his       bless  -  ed    face, 


sin  -  ner      sav'd    by  grace! 
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Use  the  small  notes  after  last  verse,  or  when  prefered. 
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I  Will  Praise  Mini. 
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l    winn    I    m  the  cleansing  fountain    0  •  pen  wide  for  all  mj 

2.   Tho'     the  way  M-tnnhtraiirhtand  narrow,    All     I  claimed  was  swept  a- 
:;    ThenGod'tflre  up- on    the    al  -  tar      Of  my  heart  was  set  a  - 
4.  Bless -ed     be    the  name  of   Je-sus,  I'm  bo  glad  He  took  me 


sin, 

way  ; 

flame; 

in; 


^ 


+-t- 


:  -. 


M—m- 


-ft — ft — * — ft — ft. 


■-  \  • 


-4 


•      * 


-    t 


r    1    |    i 


■t=t—t  r  t 


s 


3=k 


— < ) -t R H H 


S 


*=* 


I         o-bey'dtlic   Spir-it's  wooing,  When  He  said,  "Wilt  thou  he  clean?" 
My    am  -  bi-tions,plaus,aud  wishes,      At  my  feet    in     ash-  es     lay. 
I        shall  nev-er  cease  to  praise  Him,  Glo-ry!  glo  -  ry!   to     His  name. 
He's  for-giv-en  my  transgressions,      He  has  cleansed  mv  heart  from  sin. 
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I     will  praise  Him, I  will  praise  Him,  Praise  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain; 

for  sinners  slain 


A— , 


sjEfzTf-gTrr^^^lR^ 


s    J 


Give  Him  glory. all  ye  people.  For  His  blood  can  wash  a- way  cadi  stain 
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Because  lie  Loves  Me  So. 


Duet  and  Quartet  or  Chorus. 
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1    see  the  nail-pierced  hands  of  Christ, 
I   see  him  in       Geth-sem  -  a  -  ne, 

el  crown  of  thorns, 
the  debt  of  love, 


He  wears  the  cru 
0  won -der- fnl 


I  hear  his   cry 
In  sor  -  row  bend 
To  death  my  Lord 
To  my  dear  Lord 
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And  know  he  bears 
The  blood  up  -  on 
To     sac  -  ri  -  fice 
Who  gives  his  life 
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this  bit  -  ter  pain,     Be-cause  he    loves      me  so. 

his    ho  -  ly  brow,     Be-cause  he    loves      me  so. 

him  -  self  for  me,     Be-cause  he    loves       me  so. 

to    ran-somme,     Be-cause  he    loves      me  so. 
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Chorus.  Animate 
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Tis  won-der-ful,  'tis  won-der-ful,  The  debt  of  love       I    owe  To  Christ, the 
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pre-cious  Son  of  God,  Because  he    loves  me  so,  Because  he  loves  me  so. 
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Me  Took  My  Sins  Away. 


Mrs  M.  J.  II.  Mr-,  m.  J.  Harris. 
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1.  I      carno  to       Ja  -  sua,  wea-ry,  worn  and  sad,     He  took  my  sins    a-way, 

2.  The  load   of       sin     was  more  than  I  could  bear,  He  took  them  all    a-way, 

3.  No    con-dem-na-  tion  have    I      in    my  heart,  He  took  my  sins    a-way, 

4.  If     you   will  come     to     Je-sus  Christ  to-day,  He'll  take  your  sins  a-  way, 
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He  took  my  sins  a-way;  And  now  His  love  has  made  my  heart  so  glad, 
He  took  them  all  a-way;  And  now  on  Him  I  roll  my  ev  - 'ry  care, 
He  took  my  sins  a-way;  His  per  -  feet  peace  He  did  to  me  impart, 
He'll  take  your  sins  a-way;  And  keep  you  hap  -  py  in  His  love  each  day, 
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so  glad      He  took  my 
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sins   a-way,    He   took  my 


a-  way. 
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He  Gomes  to  Reign. 
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1.  Glo-ry      in     the  high-est,     glo-ry    To  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain,  To   the 

2.  'Tis  a    day     of  glad    re  -  un  -  ion  For  the  ho  -  ly  and  the  pure  Who  the 

3.  'Tis  a    day     of    con  -  ster  -  na  -  tion  To  the  sin-ful  and  the  proud;  Lam-en- 

4.  We  will  watch  for  his    re  -  turn-ing    From  his  dwelling-place  on  high  Thro'  the 
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Lamb  who  lives  again:  Let  us  tell  the  joy-ful  sto  -  ry,  Je-sus  comes  on 
cross  for  Je-sus  bore,  And  a  day  of  sweet  com-mun-ion  With  the  King  for- 
ta  -  tionslong  and  loud  Shall  re-sound  thro'  all  ere  -  a  -  tion  When  they  see  him 
por  -  tals  of    the  sky,  With  our  lamps  all  trimmed  and  burning:  For  his  com-ing 
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earth  to     reign. 
ev  -  er-  more.    Je-sus 
on     the    cloud, 
draw-eth     nigh. 

J52 


E2=3E^S^j 


s 


fc=3pfc=fc 


:^S: 


1    f  com-ing  draweth  near,  In  the  clouds  he'll  soon  ap- 
\  ter  -  ni  -  ty    to  spend  In  the     pres-ence  of  our 


rrf 


V        If   U   I.       U    b  . 
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Friend:  Glo-ry   in    the  high-est,  hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!  Jesus  comes  on  earth  to 
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Mrs.  M.J.  II. 


The  Old-Time  Religion. 
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1.   I  be  -  lieve  in  the   old-time  re  •  lig  -  ion,  For  it  saves  from  all  sin 

"J.    I  be- Oerfl  in  a  heart-felt  re  -  fijg  -  inn,  That  bringt  joy  to  f  he  soul 

X  I  be  -  lieve  in  a      ho  -  ly  re  -  lit:  -  i«"i;  For   the  saints  of  all     a 

4.1  be  -  lieve  in  the  old  -  time  re  -  Bg  -  ion,  For  we  know  we  are  right 
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here  be  -  low,  Gives  me  peace  pass-ing  all    un  -  der-stand-ing,  While  the 

ev  -  'ry    day;  The    as  -  sur-ance   of   sins  all   for-giv-en,  Thro' the 

ges  have  told,  How    it  saved  them  from  sin  and  its  bond-age,  When  they 

with  our  God;  And  there's  joy  in  our  hearts  as  we're  walk-ing  In    the 
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riv-ers  of  pleas-ure  doth  flow. 

blood  they  are  all  washed  away.  0  give  me  the  old-time  re-lig-ion, 

heard  the  Sweet  Sto-ry  of  old.  the  old  -  time  re-lig-ion, 

paths  which  our  fathers  have  trod. 


3=       E^EE53^Eg33 


rf-r 


0    give  me    the  joy    I    can  know;  I    be-lieve  in  the  old  time  re- 

I  can  know; 
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oil-    time      re  -  lie  -  ion. 
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It  is  Mine. 
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1.  God's  a  -  biding  peace  is        in    my  soul  to  -  day,  Yes,  I      feel    it 

2.  He  has  wrought  in  me    a    sweet  and  per-fect  rest,    In    my  raptured 
8.      He    has  giv  -  en    me    a      nev  -  er  -  failing    joy,  Oh,    I    have    it 
4.      Oh,    the  love  of   God   is     comfort  -  ing  my   soul,  For  His  love    is 

-ft 3 ft— ,— ft ft ft ft_i__ft_,_ft # — 


now,  yes,    I     feel  it  now ;  He  has     tak  -  en   all  my  doubts  and  fears  a- 
heart    I    can  feel  it  now ;  He  each  passing  moment  keeps  me  sav'd  and 
now!  oh,     I    have  it  now!  To  His  praise  I  will  my  ransom'd  pow'rs em- 
mine,  yes,His  love  is  mine!Waves  of  joy  and  gladness  o'er  my  spir  -  it 
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way,Tho'  I     can -not    tell  you  how, 
blest, Floods  with  light  my  heart  and  brow.  (  It    is  mine, 
ploy,  And  re  -  new  my  grate-ful  vow.   j  It    is  miie,  this  price-less 
roll,Thrill-ing  me  with  life  di  -  vine.  ' 
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mine, 

treasure,  ev-er 


blessed  be  His  name !  He  has  giv-en  peace,  perfect  peace  to    me ;  It 
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mine,  mine,  blessed  be  His  name !  Mine  for  all  e-ter-ni  -  ty ! 

mine,  this  priceless  treasure,  ev-er 
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T.  O.  Chcbholm. 


0!  To  Be  Like  Thee. 
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1.  O!  to  he  like  thee,  bit ■   < -1  Etl d- -«-m  -  W,   Inn    M     my    con-i 

~.  01  to  be  like  thee,  tuii    of  oom- pee- aion,  Lov-ing,  fer.ri?  -ing. 

3.  o!  to  be  like  thee,  low  -  It     in    ipir-it,     lio-iy    and  harm-leaa, 

4.  O!  to  be  like  thee,    Lord,]  am   oom -tag,  Now  t">  tli' a'- 

5.  O!  to  be  like  thee,    irhilel  am  plead-  ing,  Poor  out  thy   8pir-it 
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long- ing    and  prayer;  (.'lad-ly     I'll     for  -  feit  all      of  earth's  tr*-.-. 

ten-der    and  kind,    Help-ing  the    help- less,  cheer-ing    the    faint  -  ing, 

pa-tient  and  brave;  Meek-ly     en  -  dnr  -  ing  cru  -  el      re-prot 

noint-ing     di  -  vine,      All  that    I      am    and  have    I     am    bring- ing, 

fill    with  thy   love,    Make  me     a      tern  -  pie  meet  for  thy  dwell-  ing, 
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Je  -  sus,  thy    per  -  feet    like-ness  to  wear. 

8eek-ing  the  wand-'ring    sin  -  ner    to  find. 

#111- ing   to      suf  -  fer,     oth-ers    to  save. 

Lord,  from  this  mo -men  t    all  shall  be  thine. 

Fit    me    for     life     and   heav-  en     a  -  bove. 
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enrietta  H.  Blair. 


Open  the  Door. 
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Wm.  J.  Klrkpatrlck. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,  the  Sav-ior2  is  wait-ing  and  knocking,  Stand-ing    to-day    at  the 

2.  Long  He  has  call'd  thee  and  thou  hast  refus'd  Him,  Long  He  has  wait-ed  thy 

3.  What  ii  the  lamp  of  thy   life  should  be  darken'd?What  if    the  Sav-ior  should 

4.  While  He  is  call  -  ing  and  waits  to    be  gra-cious,  Haste  to   ad-mit  Him,  the 
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door  of  thy  heart;  Say  wilt  thou  o  -  pen  and  glad  -  ly  receive  Him, 
an  -  swer  to  hear;  Still  He  is  knock-ing,  how  canst  thou  be  si-lent? 
call  thee  no  more?  Think  of  the  an  -  guish,  thy  spir  -  it  ap-pall-ing, 
warn -ing  o  -  bey;  While  He  is  hold  -  ing  the  scep-tre  of  par-don, 
f— g ^ r* r* r*—        — P *— rP h      h      P 


Stt? 


£=£ 


s 


His 


s 


*fc 


Chorus. 


Or     wilt  thou  bid  Him  in    sor  -  row  de-part? 

Now   at    this  mo-ment  sal  -  va  -  tion  is  near.      0  -  pen  the  door,  'tis  the 

Know-ing  the  day    of  pro -ba- tion  is  o'er. 

Quick-ly     re-ceive  Him— no  long-er  de-lay. 
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Sav-ior  knocking,   Pa-tient-ly  knocking  to-day    at  my  heart;  0  -  pen  the 
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ad  lib. 
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door,  'tis  the 

Sav-ior  knocking,! 
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[nock-ing,  knock-ing,— 
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-must  He  de-part? 
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They  are  Mailed  to  the  Gross. 
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1.  I  ITM gtoom-J  lOd  sad,  Now  my  heart  is  free  and  glad:  Je-sus  has 
'_'.  Lit  the  tfirilt-y  all  know  That  fur  sin-nershere  be  -  low  Je  -  sus  hath 
3.   Hal-   It-  -  lu  -  jah    to    God!    I     am    liv  -  fag  'neath  the  blood, Where-by  my 
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ta  -  ken  all    my  sins     a  -  way;   I     was  we  a  -  ry  and  lone,  Now  my  sor-rows 
come,  to  set  the  cap  -  tive  free;  Tell  the  ti-dings  a-round,How  God's  grace  doth 
heart  to  God  is     rec  -  on-ciled;    I    will  laud  and   a  -  dore  His  dear  name  for- 
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all  have  flown:  I    am     re-]oic-ing     in    his  love  to-day. 

still  a-bound,   Flowing  in  love  for    all  hu-man  -  i  -  ty.  They  are  nailed  to  the 

ev  -  er-more—  Heir  of  his  grace,  my  heav'nly  Father's  child. 
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cross,  and  I  bear  them  no  more;  Je-sus  has  tak-en  all  my  sins  a  -  way:  Hal-Ie- 


ivjt^lh 


I  ;  -    .  j  =,  |  IJz^^^&^z  •;  :  :  •  J   •  II 

lu-jah   1  sing  To  my  Sav-ior  and  King:    I  am    re-joic-ing  in  his  love  today. 
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Nailed  to  the  Gross. 
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1.  There  was  One  who    was   will-iag    to     die       in      my  stead,  That   a 

2.  He       is    ten  -  der     and  lov  -  ing   and    pa  -  tient     with  me,    While  he 

3.  I         will  cling  to      my   Sav-iourand  nev  -  er      de  -  part—  I     will 


is 
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soul,    so  un  -  wor  thy,  might  live,    And   the  path  to    the  cross  he  was 
cleans-es  my  heart  of     its    dross,  But  "there's  no  con-dem-na  -  tion"— I 
joy  -  ful  -  ly    jour  -  ney  each  day,   With  a    song   on    my  lips  and     a 
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will  •  ing  to  tread, All  the  sins  of  my  life   to  for-give. 

know  1    am  free,  For  my  sins  are  all  nail'd  to  the  cross.  They  are  nail'd  to  the  cross, 

song  in  my  heart,  That  my  sins  have  been  taken  a- way. 
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They  are  nail'd  to  the  cross,  0  how  much  He  was  will-ing  to  bear,  With  what 
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anguish  and  loss,  Jesus  went  to  the  cross!  And  he  carried  my  sins  with  him  there. 

f:^r  t'-ttJ  *:irr  r*i- 


m 


v=? 


i 


14 


I.    M 


More  Abundantly. 


COPYRIGHT.  1914.  BY  A     B    ROSE    AGENT. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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1 .  An  JOT  trusting  Jesus,    All     a-long  the  way?  Does  He  grow  more  precious 

2.  For  His  matchless  favor  Mag-ni  -  fy  the  name    Of  our  gra-cions  Sav-ior 

imeto  Him  believing,   Hark-en    to    His  call;    All  from  Him  re-ceiv-ing, 
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To  your  heart  each  day?  Are  you  His  dis  -  ci  -  pie? 
Who  from  gio-rj  came;  Let  the  saints  a-dore  Him 
Yield  to  Him  your  all; 


Je  -  sus  will    ac-cept  you 
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Test  His  word  and  see, 
For  this  wondrous  word, 
When  to  Him  you  flee; 
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Chorus. 
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He  will  give  the  Spir-it  More  a  -  bun-dant-ly. 

Sealing  our  redemption  Thro'  the  crimson  flood.     More  a  - 

He  will  erant  His  blessing  More  a  -  bun-dant  -  ly .   .      More  and  more  a  - 


bun-dant-ly, 

bun-dant  -  ly. 
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more    a-bun-dant-ly,  "That  they  might  have  life, and  more  abundantly ; 

more  and  more  a-bun-dant-ly. 


More        a- 

More  and  mors  a- 
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bun-dant-ly,  more     a-luin-dant-ly.  "That  tvj  might  hat*  lift, and  more  a-bun-dant-ly. 


bun-dant-ly.     more  and  more  abundantly, 
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Jesus  Sanctifies. 


H.  L. 


COPYRIGHT.  1914,  BY  W.  B    ROSE.  AGENT. 


Haldor  Lillenas. 


1.  I     have  tar- ried  for  the  pow'r,    It    has  come,  a  mighty  show'r,  The  bap- 

2.  Gone  is   all    car-nal  -  i  -  ty,        I     am  set  com  -  plete-ly  free,     And  in 

3.  Does  your  heart  for  cleansing  yearn?Let  the    Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it  burn    All  the 
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tisrn     of  the  bless-ed  Ho  -  ly      Ghost; 
Je  -  sus  I'm  re-joic-ing  night  and    day; 
dross  and  make  you  whiter  than  the   snow; 
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Con-se-crat-ing    all    to  God, 

For  He  fills  and  thrills  my  soul, 

He  will  sanc-ti  -  fy  your  soul, 
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Ful  -  ly  trust-ing  in  the  blood,  I've  been  saved  un-to  the  ut  -  ter  -  most. 
And  the  waves  of  glo  -  ry  roll,  While  I'm  walking  in  the  King's  high-way. 
Come  and  take  complete  control, Make  your  life  a  heav'n  on  earth  be  -  low. 
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Je-sus  whol-ly  sanc-ti-fies   me, 
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From  all  sin   I  am  set  free; 

And  set  free; 


i 

Now  I  am  as  hap-py  as  can  be; 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah,  praise  the  Lord! 
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Jesus  Understands. 


Bircmc  Bell. 


COPYRIGHT.  1906.   BY  WW    J    KiRKPATRlCX 


Wm.  J.  Kmwjatwo*. 
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1.  Bow'd  beneath  your  burden,  is  there  none  to  shan?  Wea- ry  with  the 

2.  Ev  -  'ry  heav-  y    bur-den  he  will  glad  -  ly    share,   Are  you  sad   and 

3.  Tho'  teinjrtation  meet  \<>u,  Je-sus    can     bus-  tain,     Life  has  vex  -  ing 
•1.  Wea-rv  heart,  he  calls  vou,  "Come  to  me  and  r> -t."  1 1  -es  the  path  grow 
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jour-ney,  is  there  none 
wea  -  ry  ?  Je  -  sus  has 
problems  which  he  can 
rug  -  ged  ?  yet  his    way 
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to      care?  Cour-age,    way-worn  trav  -  'ler, 

a       care;  Well    hfl  knows  the    juith  -  way 

ex  •  plain;  Serve  him  where  he  sends    yoa 

is       best;  Leave  the    unknown  fu  -    ture 
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heed  your  Lord's  com-mands,  There's  a  tho't  to  cheer  you,  Je-sus  understands, 
o'er  life's  burning  sands,  Courage,  fainting  pil-grim,  Je-sus  understands, 
though  in  distant  lands,  Do  not  doubt  or  ques-tion,  Je-sus  understands, 
in    the  Master's  hands,  Whether  sad    or    joy-ful,    Je-sus  understands. 
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D.  S. — in  the  Master's  hand,  Whether  sad    or    joy  -  ful,    Je-sus  understands. 

Chorus.  . 
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Yes,  he    un-der-stands,  All  his  ways  are  best.  Hear,  he 

O    yes,  O  hear, 
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calls  to   you,  "Come  to    me  and  rest. "  Leave  the  unknown  fn  -  ture 
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17  Who's  On  the  Lord's  Side? 

Mrs.  W.  R.  Griswold.  by  permission 


P.  P.  Bliss. 


1.  We're  marching  to    Ca-naan  with  ban  -  ner  and  song,  We're  sol- diers    en- 

2.  The  sword  may   be  bur-nished,  the  ar-mor   be  bright,  For    Sa  -  tan     ap- 

3.  Who     is   there     a-mongus    yet    un  -  der    the  rod,     Who  knows  not  the 

4.  Oh     heed  not    the  sor-row,  the  pain  and  the  wrong,  For  soon  shall    our 
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list  -  ed      to    fight  'gainst  the  wrong;  But,  test      in  the  con  -  flict  our 

pears  as    an       an  -  gel       of  light;    Yet  dark  -  ly  the  bo  -  som  may 

par-don  -  ing     mer  -  cy       of  God?    Oh  bring     to  Him  hum  -  bly    the 

sigh-ing     be  changed  in  -   to  song;    So  bear  -  ing  the  cross    of    our 
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strength  should  di-vide,  We   ask,  who      a-mong  us     is       on  the  Lord's  side? 
treach-er    -    y  hide,  While  lips  are    pro-fess-ing,  "I'm    on  the  Lord's  side." 
heart      in      its  pride;   Oh  haste  while  He's  waiting,  and  seek  the  Lord's  side, 
cov    -    en-ant  Guide,  We'll  shout  as     we  triumph,  "I'm    on  the  Lord's  side." 
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Oh,  who      is  there    a-mongus,  the  true  and  the  tried,  Who'll  stand 


by  His 
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col  -  ors— who's       on     the  Lord's  side?     who's      on     the  Lord's  side? 
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The  Healing  Waters. 


BY  L    L.  PICKETT.      BT  PER 


H.  n.  TTktmar. 


L    L.  PlCKKTT. 
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1  Oh,       the 

2.  Now    with 

8.  Oh,      this    pre 

4.  Oh,       to      lean 

5.  Cleans'd  from  er 


of  sina    for-gtv'n,    Oh,     the  bliss  the  blood-wash'd  know, 

sus  cru  •  ci  -  fied,    At       His  feet    I'm  rest  -  ing  low; 

cioua  per-fect  love!   How      it  keeps  the  heart    a  -  glow 

on  Je  -    sus*  breast, While  the  tem  -  pests  come  and  go! 

■  'ry  sin      and  stain,  Whit  -  er  than  the  driv  -  en    snow, 


Oh,  the  peace  a  -  kin  to  hea^n,  Where  the  heal-ing 
Let  me  ev  -  er-more  a  -  bide  Where  the  heal-ing 
Stream-ing  from  the  fount  a  -  bove,  Where  the  heal-ing 
Here  is  bless  -  ed  peace  and  rest,  Where  the  heal-ing 
Now  I  sing  my  sweet  re  •  f rain,  Where  the  heal-ing 
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wa- tere 
wa- ters 
wa-  tere 
wa  •  tere 
wa  -  ters 


flow, 
flow, 
flow, 
flow, 
flow. 
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Where  the    heal  -        -         ingwa  -  ters  flow,  Where  the 

Where  the   heal-ing  wa-ters  flow.       Where  the  heal-ing  wa  •  ters  flow.Where  the 


.  ce-les-tial  glow:  Oh, there's  peace 

joys' celestial  glow,  Where  the  joys  celestial  glow;Oh,there's  peaces 


•    •      and 
peace  and  rest  aedlova. 
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rest  and  love.  Where  the  heal       -       tag  wa-tere  flow. 

Oh. there's  puce  and  rat  and  love,  Where  the  healing  waters  flow.Where  the  healing  waters  flowl 
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Unto  the  Mills. 


Ada  Blenkhorn. 


COPYRIGHT.  1900.   BY  D.  W.  MYLANO. 


D.  VV.  Myland. 
4- 
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Un  -  to  the   hills    I    lift  mine  eyes,  The  shin-ing  hills     of    Par-a-dise, 
God's  glory  lights  that  blessed  place, There  flow  for  me   the  streams  of  grace; 
I  look,  and  from  His  throne  divine  "The  light  of  life"  doth    on  me  shine; 
Un  -  to  the  hills    I  lift  mine  eyes,  Their  glo  -  ry  just      be  -  fore  me  lies; 
He  slum-bers  not,  He  will  not  sleep,  For  God  Him-self    my  soul  will  keep, 
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From  whence  the  prom-ised  help  I  bring,  The  pres-ent  help    of      Is-rael's  King. 
I         for-ward  press  to  win  the   prize,  While  to  the  hills      I      lift  mine  eyes. 
With   joy   it  doth    my  spir  -  it  fill,    And    in  His  light      I   know  His  will. 
That    glo-ry  soon       I  shall  at-tain,  And    en  •  ter  there  with  Christ  to  reign. 
Un  -  til  with  joy       I  shall  a  -  rise  To  meet  my  Lord  be-yond  the  skies. 


Un  -  to  the 
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hills, 

Un-to    the  hills, 
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the  shin  -  ing      hills, The  hills  of 

the  shin-ing  hills, 
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God, be-yond  the  skies; Un-to  the    hills, the 

The  hills  of  God,  be-yond  the  skies;  Un-to  the  hills,  the 
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shin  -  ing      hills, 

shin  -  ing        hills. 


I    will  lift    up 
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in  faith  mine  eyes. 

I    will  lift  up         in    faith  mine    eves. 
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So  Precious  to  Me. 


BT    AM 


IawtJ.  CROSBY. 

May  be  used  as  solo. 
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WM.  J.  KjBXPATRJCK. 
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1.  My    full  heart  is  bound-ing,  its  con  -  flirt  is    past,  The  clouds  that  were 

2.  My  full  heart  is  buiiml-ini:,  the  t«-m  -  pert  is  still,  How  calm  -  ly  and 
'A.  My  full  heart  is  toond-fag,  my  hope  is  se  -  cure,  My  faith  like  an 
4.  How  tran-quil  my  spir  -  it,     bow  per  -  feet  -  ly   blest,  While  safe  on  thy 
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heav  -  y  are  break-ing  at  last;   And    0   what  a    sun-shine  of  glo  -  ry     I 
sweet-ly      I  bend   to  thy  will;    And   0    what  a    vis  -  ion    of   E  -  den    I 
an  -  chor  is  stead-fast  and  sure;  No    dread  of    the  fu  -  ture,what-e'er  it  may 
prom-  ise    I  peace  -ful  -  ly  rest;  Be  -  liev  -  ing,  a  -  bid -ing,  and  trust-ing  in 
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seel  For  thou,  my  Re-deem-er,  art  pre-cious  to  me. 
seel  For  thou  art  com-mun-ing,  dear  Sav-ior, with  me. 
be,  Thy  grace  is  suf  -  fi-cient,  dear  Sav-ior,  for  me. 
thee,  My   lov  -  ing  Re  -  deem-er,  so    pre-cious  to  me. 


Joy, 
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con-stant-ly  flowing,  Joy,      joy    its  rap-ture  be- stow-ing;  And   0  what  a 
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sun-shine  of  glo-  ry  I   see!  My  lov -ing  Re-deem-er,  so  pre-cious  to  me. 
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I'm  Goin*  Through. 


H.    B.  COPYRIGHT 

Arr.  by  Thoro  Harris. 


i9i4.  by  w.  b  rose,  agent.  Herbert  Buffum. 

Arr.  by  Win.  B.  Olmstead 
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1.  Lord,  I  have  start-ed     to   walk  in     the  light  That  shines  on  my  pathway 

2.  Ma  -  ny  once  start-ed     to    run    in    this  race,  But  with  our  Fore-run-ner 

3.  Let    me     but  fol-low  my  Lord  all       a-lone     And  have  for  my  pil-low, 

4.  Come  then,  my  comrades,  and  walk  in  this  way  That  leads  to   the  king-dom 
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so        clear-ly,  so  bright;  I've  bade  the  world  and  its   iol  -  lies     a-dieu,  And 
they  could  not  keep  pace;  Oth -ers  ac-cept-ed   be-cause  it     was  new,  But 
like     Ja  -  cob,  a  stone,  Rath-er  than  vain  worldly  pleasures  pur-sue,   Than 
of         un  -  end-ing  day;    Turn  from  your  i-dols  and  join  with  the  few,  Start 
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Chorus. 
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now  with  my  Sav-ior    I  mean  to  go  thro'. 

not  ver  -  yma-ny  seem  bound  to  go  thro'.   I'm   go-ing  thro',   I'm  go 

turn  from  this  pathway  and  fail  to  go  thro'. 

in  with  your  Savior,  and  keep  going  thro'. 
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thro',  I'll   pay  the  price,  what  -  ev  -  er    oth -ers   do; 
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I'll  take  the  way 


with  the  Lord's  de-spis-ed  few;     I'm  go-ing  thro',  Jesus,  I'm  go-ing  thro' 
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Losing  Your  Soul. 

corrm&MT.  1914.  by  w.  b  rc.. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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You  arc  lot  -  ing  your  soul,     Sad-ly  mi<s  -  ing  the 
You  re-mem-ber  the    hour  When  the  Spir-it    of 
Now  voustum-ble  a  -  long;  hm  ?"ur  life     all  the 
Ymu  aredoorned  to  be  cast    With  the  vil  -  est  at 
Withthea-ges   in    view,     Is   it  noth  -  ing  to 
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L'oal,  You  are  hot 
pow'r  Toifhwl  jow  lips  with 
song  Hasde-pa: 

last,  And  the  fate     of 
you    That  the  Mas-ter 


ly     drift-ing     a    -  way, 

bis     fin-ger     of  grace, 

and  glad-ness  takes  wing; 

the  guilt-y       to  share, 

is     call-ing  you  home? 
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Blind-ly  wand'rin?  from  God  On    a  treach-er- 
When  he  named  you  his  own,  When  *oor  hurt  was 

Youarelead-ingno  one     To  the  feet     of 
From  God's  presence  to  hide,  And  e-ter  -  nal- 

Can  you  turn  from  the  light  In  -  to  dark-nesa 
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Chorus. 


L«U^ 


:g=q< 


ous  road,  You  are  far  from  his  kingdom  to  -  day. 

his  throne,  And  you  gazed  on  God's  rec-on-ciled  face. 

God's  Son,  You  are  false  to  your  Sav-ior  and  King! 

ly     bide     In   the    re-gions  of  hope-less  de  -  spair! 

to  -  night,  From  his  mer-cy  for  -  ev  -  er     to  roam? 
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Yet  Christ  in  -  ter- 
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cedes  In    heav'n  a  -  bove,  He    ten-der-ly  pleads.  Like  woo -ing  dove,  Sup- 
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ply-ing  your  needs  In  kind  -  ly  love:  0  cease  from  your  drifting  a 
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Who  Will  Pollow  Jesus? 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


COPYRIGHT.  1892.  BY  WM.  J    KIRKPATR1CK.  Wm.    J.    Klrkpatfick. 
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1.  Who  will  fol  -  low  Je  -  sus,  Stand-ing  for  the  right,  Hold  -  ing  up      His 

2.  Who  will  fol  -  low  Je  -  su9     In  life's  bus  -  y  ways,  Work  -  ing   for      the 

3.  Who  will  fol  -  low  Je  -  sus  When  the  tempter  charms,Flee  -  ing,  then,    for 

4.  Who  will  fol  -  low  Je  -  su9     In   His  work  of  love?   Lead  -  ing  oth  -  ers 
A-  A  *-•     A  A                 Is       fc                              f*       >     <f>     Jfc 


ban  -  ner       In  the  thick  -  est  fight?  List'n-ing  for     His    or  -  ders, 

Mas  -  ter,    Giv  -    ing  Him     the  praise?  Ear  -  nest  in      His  vine  -  yard, 

safe  -  ty       To  the  Sav  -  ior's  arms?  Trust-ing  in       His  mer  -  cy, 

to      Him,  Lift  -  ing  pray'rs  a  -  bove?  Cour-age,  faith -ful  serv  -  ant! 
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Read-y  to  o  -  bey,  Who  will  fol  -  low  Je  -  sus,  Serv-ing  Him  to-i 
Hon  -  or -ing  His  laws,  Faith  -  ful  to  His  coun-sel,  Watch-ful  for  His  cause? 
Trust-ing  in  His  pow'r,  Seek  -  ing  fresh  re-new-als  Of  His  grace  each  hour? 
In      His  word  we    see,   On       our  side       for-ev  -  er  Will  this  Sav  -  ior   be. 


Who  will  fol  -  low   Je-sus?  Who  will  make    re  -  ply,  "I  am  on  the  Lord's  side, 
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Mas-ter,  here  am    I?"    "I    am  on  the  Lord's  side,  Mas-ter,  here    am  I?" 
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I  he  Unchanging  One. 
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When  <>ur  Lord  wai  here  in  the  old-en  tune9Ai  Ik-  pent  his  eirth-ly  way, 
To  tin-  burdened  one  by  the  weight  el  sin,  <>  bow  oft  -en  did 
Then  they  bro't  their  sick  to  the  M  tad  he  never  eeid  themnty, 

When  with  "one  •coord"  hie die-d-plee pr»y<  I  Onthat  Pen-te-coe-teJ  day, 

"Je-sus  Christ  the  same  yes-ter-dav.  to-diy,  And  for-ev-er,"   doth  it   say 


i 

He  would  hear  the  cry  of  the  humblest  soul;  But   is    he  the  same  to-day? 
"Free-ly     I     for-give,  go  and  sin  no  more;"  But   is    he  the  same  to* 
For  he  heal'd  them  all  with  hisgra-cious  touch;  But  is  he  the  same  to-day? 
As    he   said,   the   Spir-it  up -on  them  came;  But  is  he  the  same  to-day? 
In    his    ho  -  ly  word,  and  we  do   be  -  lieve    He  is  just  the  same  to-day. 


Chorus. 
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He  is  just  the  same  to-day,  Yes,  he's  just  the  same  to-day, 

-  just  the  same,  praise  his  name! 
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Pol   he  hears  and  an-swers  when  we  pray;  He    is    just  the  same  to-dav! 
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When  the  Tempest  Passes  Over. 


Elizabeth  Mills. 
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BY  PERMISSION 
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Arr.  by  M.  B.  Miller. 
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1.  We  speak  of  the  land  of     the     blest,    A  coun-try  so  bright  and  so  fair, 

2.  We  sing  of  its  path-ways  of      gold,    Its  walls  decked  with  jewels  so  rare, 

3.  We  talk  of  its  peace  and  its      love,  The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 

4.  We  speak  of  its  free-dom  from    sin,   From  sorrow,  temptation  and  care, 

5.  Do  Thou  'mid  all  pleas-ure  or     woe,   For   E  -  den  our  spir-its   pre-pare; 
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And  oft  are    itsglo-ries  con-fest;  But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there? 

Its  won-ders  and  pleasures  un  -  told;  But  what  must  it  be  to   be  there? 

The  songs  of  the  bless-ed      a  -  bove;  But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there? 

From  tri-als  with-out  and  with-in;  But  whnt  must  it  be  to  be  there? 

Then  short-ly  we  al  -  so    shall  know  And  feel  what    it  is  to  be  there. 
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Chorus. 


V    V 

When  the    tern       -       -      pest  pass-es  o  ver,  We  shall 

When  the  tem-pest  pass-es    o  -  ver,  When  the  tem-pest  pass-es    o  -  ver, 

_#_  -A.  'J*i    *1.0.  .*.  .#.  .».  .0.  .0.  _#_ 


ifes 


■0 — 0- 


£§=£=£ 


F=P 


fet 


-u— 0 — 0 — m- 


y>k  p 


V    V    V 


?* 


£-*-*- 


£fc&=S=5=S=*=*fc=» 


S 


meet  each  oth-er  there 
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on  that  shore: 


£ 


5^ 


bright  and  shining  shore; 


on  that  shore. 

6hining  shore. 
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-At  an  hour  that  Ye  Think  Not/' 


Mrt.C.  H.M. 


COnrt»tGHf    «9W.   BT  J.   U    HARRIS. 
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Mrs.  C.H.  MORRIS. 


"At  an  buur  that  ye  think  nut' 
"At  an  hour  that  ye  think  iwt' 
"At  an  hour  that  ye  think  nut" 
"At  an  hour  that  ye  think  not, 
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the  Master  will  come,  An  account  from  His 
the  Judge  will  descend,  And  the  trump  of  the 
the  Bridegroom  will  call  Forthe  church,  His  be 
'  what  joy  it  will  be,  When  the  King  comes  to- 
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own  He'll  de-mand,  For  the  time  and  the  tal-ents  com  -  mit-ted  to    you, 
arch-an  -  gel    sound;  He  has  giv  -  en  us  warn-ing  and  bids  us   to  watch, 
lov  -  ed,  His  bride;  The  redeemed  who  in  white  wedding garmennts  are  dressed, 
bring  back  His  own,   If    He  looks  with  ap-prov-al  up  -  on  you  and  me, 
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Chorus. 
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He  that  day  will  re-quire    at  your    hand. 

And  each  one  at  his  post  to    be     found.     The  Mast-er   is  com-ing,  be- 

For  the  faith-ful  the  true  and  the    tried. 

And  we  hear  His  ap-plaud-it  "well  done." 
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ware  ye!  the    Mast-er  is    coming  pre-pare  ye!  Keepyour  lamps trimed and 
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burn-ing    to  greet  Hisre-turn-ing,  "At  an  hour  that  ye  think  not"  He's  coming 
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T.  H. 


Sanctified  Wholly. 


COPYRIGHT.  1914.  BY  W.  B.  ROSE,  AGENT. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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Free  from  all  bond-age 
For  our  sal  -  va  -  tion 
Christ  is  my  wis  -  dom  . 
Changed  by  His  grace— 0 


now  and  for  -  ev  -  er, 
com-ing  from  heav  -  en, 
righteousness,  pow  -  er, 
won-der-ful  sto  -   ryl 


Free  from  the  guilt     of 
Bear-ing    the  cross,   de- 
Seat-ed      a  -  bove,    all 
Liv-ing  His  life,   God' 


conscience  de-filed,  Washed  in  the  blood  of    Je-sus  my  Sav-ior,  Sanc-ti-fied 
spis-ing  the  shame,  Gifts  un-to  men  our  Sav-ior  hath  giv  -  en —  I   am  re- 
grace  to  be  -  stow;  Christ  is  my  rock,  my  fort-ress,  my  tow-er:  Glo-ry     to 
im-age  I     bear    Till     I  shall  see  Him,  see  Him  in  glo-ry;  Then  with  all 


Chorus 
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whol  -  ly,      I  am  His  child. 

deemed,  all  praise  to  His  name!  Sanc-ti-fied  whol  -  ly, 

Him  who  lov-eth  me    so! 

saints  His  king-dom  to  share. 


bod  -  y  and  spir  -  it, 
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One  with  my  Lord who  free-ly  loved  me, Washed  in  His  blood 

One  with  my  Lord  Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah,        Washed  in  His  blood, 
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and  saved  by  His  mer   -    it,      Je-sus,  who  once  for  my  sins 

saved  by  His  mer-it, 
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The  Lord  Needs  You. 


COJTHI&MT,     WH    l»«ilH*    LHOTHtH. 

Mra.  Lizzie  DeArmond. 
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Samuel  W.  Beazley. 
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1.  Hark!  therr'sa  call   from  the  front  to-day,      Will   you    en-list    for     the 

2.  Be      not  dis-mayed  when  yon  face  the  foe,     On   with    a  cheer,  for  your 

;».   Pol    -   low  with  joy      as       He  lra<ls  the   way,      BoOO  shall  the  world  own  His 
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com  -  ing  fray?  Brave-ly  go  forth  toy  -  al  men  and  true,  Step  in  -  to 
Cap  -  tain  go,  Trust  in  tLa  strength  that  is  sure  to  win,  Keep  up  the 
might-y    sway,      Be     not   a-fraid,    He  will  help  you  through,  Press  on      a- 


Chorus. 


line,      for     the      Lord  needs   you. 

fight    'till     He       calls    you      in.  It's         true    that    the  Lord  needs 

head,    for     the     Lord   needs  you. 


f 


f=f=f 


g 


you,  Go     forth      He     will     help       you  through,  En- 

needs   you,  He        will  help     you  through, 

_J        J       ♦     f      ,f g * £ ^_^__rf_J_J 


. 


1 


fatJ^H  Hto 


^ 


I 

list    for    the  right,  press  on  to    the  fight,  For  sure-ly  the  Lord  needs  you. 
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No  Room  in  Heaven. 


William  O.  Cushlne. 


BY  PERMISSION 


Isaiah  lloit/cll. 
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1.  How    sad    it  would  be,       if.   when  thou  didst  call,   All  hope-less    and 

2.  How    sad    it  would  be,      the    har  -  vest   all  past,   The  bright  sura-raer 

3.  0      haste  thee,  and  fly,    while  mer  -  cy    is    nigh,    Re-mem-  ber    the 
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un  -  for  -  giv  -  en,  The  an  -  gel  that  stands  at  the  beau  -  ti  -  ful  gate, 
days  all  o  -  ver,  To  know  that  the  reap  -  ers  had  gath-ered  the  grain, 
love      He  gave  thee;    The  love  that  has  sought  thee  is  seek-ing  thee  still, 
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Choeus. 
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Should  an-swer,  No  room     in  heav  -  en! 

And    left  thee    a -lone      for-ev-er!       Sad,    sad,     sad    would  it      be! 

And     Je  -  sus  now  waits    to  save  thee.  v 
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No    room    in    heav  -  en  for  thee!  No    room,    no    room,  No  room  in 
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heav-en      for    thee!      No  room,  no  room,  no  room  in  heav-en  for  thee! 
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John  S.  Brown. 


When  Will  Me  Return? 


COnrHlGMT.  1901.  BY  brown  brothers. 


L.  O.  Brown. 


1.  When  will  He  re-turn,  my  previous  Lord  ind  Etariorf  When  will  He  re- 

2,  When  will  He  re-turn,  my  pierced,  thorn- crow  n«l Savior?  When  will  He  re- 
;>.  When  will  He  re-turn,  my  ris-en  Lord  and  If U  tflfT  When  wffl  He  re- 
4.  When  will  He  re-turn?   I   see   the  signs  ap-pear-ing;  When  will  He  re- 
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turn,  to  gath  -  er  home  His  own?  Bursting  thro'  the  clouds  and  gently,  sweetly 
turn,  with  nail-prints  in  His  hands?Chang-ing  all  who  sleep  and  all  the  waiting 
turn,  a  thou-sand  years  to  reign?  Cast-ing  ^a-tan  forth,  who  causeth  man  such 
turn?  The  proph-et  says,  'tis  soon;     Is  thineheart  renewed  and  pu-ri-fied  thro' 
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Chorus. 


call-ing      AH    the   wea  -  ry  pilgrims,  who  His  name  have  known, 
mill-ions  Read  -  y     for  their  dwelling  on  the  gold -en  strand.  He  will  return, 
an-guish,  Stay-ing     all  the  tears  that  flow  like  fall  -  ing  rain. 
Je-sus,  WTait-ing;should  the  Mas-ter  come  at  dawn  or  noon? 
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Je-sus  will  return, Put  ye  on  the  garments  pure  and  white;  Guard  that  thou  hast, 
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least  thy  crown  be  lost, Keep  for  -  ev  -  er  walk-ing    in    the  light. 
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the  bless-ed  lifhl. 
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The  Great  Glad  Day. 


COPYRIGHT.   1906.   BY  J.   M     HARRIS. 


C.  H.  G. 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  When  the  first  glimpse  of  heav-en  breaks  up  -on    our    rap-tured  sight,  What  a 

2.  When  we  march  thro'  the  gates  and  hear  the  wel-come  of    our     King,  What  a 

3.  When  we  meet  with  the  loved  ones  who  have  laid  their  ar  -  mor  down,  What  a 

4.  There  the  storms  nev  -  er    beat,    and    the    sur-ges    nev  -  er  roll, —  What  a 
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day  of  re-joic-ing  that  will 

day  of  re-joic-ing  that  will 

day  of  re-joic-ing  that  will 

day  of  re-joic-ing  that  will 


be !  When  we  stand  face  to  face  with  Je  -  sus 
be !  When  with  saints  and  the  an  -  gels  we  u  - 
be!  When  the  Lord  shall  be-stow  on    us    a 
be!  There  no  death  ev  -  er  en-ters,  there  no 
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in  that  world  of  light,  What  a  great  glad  day  that  will  be. 

nite  His  praise  to  sing,  WTiat  a  great  glad  day  that  will  be.     What  a  great  glad 

bright  immortal  crown,  What  a  great  glad  day  that  will  be. 

sorrows  reach  the  soul;  What  a  great  glad  day  that  will  be. 
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day  that  will  be,      What  agreatglad  day  that  will  be;  When  we  meet,  nev-er 

Hallelujah! 
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more  to  part,  on    that   e  -  ter-nal  shore,  What  a  great  glad  day  that  will    be. 
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I  Know  lie's  Mine. 


COP' 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman.  Jr 


kCK  CO.       BY  PER. 


One  a  -  bove  all  earthly  friends, Whose  love  al 


B.  Frank  Butts 
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1. There's  One  a  -  bove  all  earthly  friends, Whose  love  all    earthly  love  transcends, 

2.  He's  mine  because  he  died  fur  me,     He      saved  my  soul,  he  set  me    free; 

3.  He's  minebe-cause  he's  in  my  heart, And    nev  -  er,  nev  -  er    will  we  part; 

4.  Some  day  up  -  on  the  streets  of  gold  Mine  eyes  his  glo  -   ry  shall  be  -  hold, 
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It        is    my  Lord  and  Christ  di  -  vine,    My  Lord,  because   I  know  he's  mine. 
With  joy     I  wor-ship    at     his  shrine  And  cry, "Praise  God,  I  know  he's  mine." 
Just  as    the  branch  is    to    the   vine   I'm  joined  to  Christ;  I  know  he's  mine. 
Then  while  his  arms  a-round  me  twine,    I'll  cry  for  joy,    "I  know  he's  mine. 
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I  know  he's  mine, this  friend  so  dear,  ......    He  lives  with 

I    know  he's  mine,  this  friend  so  dear, 
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me, he's    ev  -  er      near; Ten  thousand 

he's    ev  -  er     near; 


He     lives    with    me, 
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charms  .  .  .  around  him  shine,  .  .  .  And,  best  of  all,    I  know  he's  mine. 

Ten  thousand  charms  around  him  shine, 
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The  Breaking  of  the  Day. 

G.  W.  SEDERCUIST,  OWNER  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


G.  W.  S. 


G.  W.Sederquist. 

-0 


P-HM--I— I— JI^J-U— I-    !«    acr 


'Tis  al-most  time  for  the  Lord  to  come,   I    hear  the  peo  -  pie  say;    The 

2.  The  signs  foretold  in  the  sun  and  moon,    In  earth  and  sea  and   sky,     A- 

3.  It   must  be  time  for  the  wait-ing  church  To  cast  her  pride  a  -  way,   With 

4.  There  must  be  those  in  the  field  of  sin,    Far  from  the  fold  a  -  stray,  Who 

5.  Go  quickly   out  in  the  streets  and  lanes,  And  in  the  broad  high-way,  And 
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stars  of  heav'n  are  grow-ing  dim:    It      must     be  the  breaking  of  the  day. 

loud  pro  -  claim  to  mor  -  tal  men, That  the  coming  of  the  Master  draweth  nigh. 

gird  -  ed  loins  and    burn-ing  lamps  To      look     for  the  breaking  of  the  day. 

once  were  happy  in     Je  -  sus'  love,   And  look-ing  for  the  breaking  of  the  day. 

call  the    maimed, the  halt  and  blind,  To  be  read-y  for  the  breaking  of  the  day. 
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be   the  break-ing  of   the     day;    The  night  is     al-most  gone,  The 
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iscom-ing  on:      0    it  must     be  the  break-ing   of     the    day. 
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L.  E.  J. 


I've  Anchored  in  Jesus. 

COPYRIGHT.   1901.  BY  HALL-MACK  CO.    USED  BY  PER. 


L.  E.  Jones. 


1.  Up-on  life's  bound-less  o-cean  where  mighty  bil-lows  roll,  I've  fixed  my  hope  in 

2.  Ho  keeps  my  soul  from'e  -  vil  and  gives  me  blessed  peace, II is  voice  hath  still'd  the 

3.  He     is    my  Friend  and  Sav-ior,  in   Him   my  anchor's  cast,  He  drives  a-way  my 
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Je-sus,  blest  an-chor    of   my  soul.  When  tri-als  fierce  as -sail   me  as  storms  are 
waters  and     bid  their  tumult  cease.  My   pi -lot    and    de  -  liv-'rer  to    Him    I 
sorrows  and  shields  me  from  the  blast.  By  faith  I'm  looking  up-ward  be-yond  life's 
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Chorus. 
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gath'ring  o'er,   I     rest  up-on   His  mer-cy  and  trust  Him  more. 

all   con  -  fide,  For    al-ways  when  I  need  Him,  He's  at   my  side.    I've  an-chored  in 

troubled  sea,  There  I     be  -  hold   a   ha  -  ven  pre-pared  for  me. 
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Jesus,The  storms  of  life  I'll  brave, I've  anchored  in  Je-sus,  I  fear  no  wind  or  wave  I've 
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anchored  in  Jesus  for  He  hath  pow'r  to  save,  I've  anchored  to  the  rock  of    a  -  ges. 
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Where  Me  Leads  III  Follow. 


1.  Sweet  are  the  prom -is-  es,      Kind     is    the  word;  Dear  -  er    far   than 

2.  Sweet   is    the   ten -der  love       Je  -  sus  hath  shown,  Sweet-er    far   than 

3.  List      to   His  lov -ing  words,  "Come un  -  to     me!"  Wear-y,  heav  -  y  - 
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an  -  y    mes-sage    man     ev  -  er  heard;   Pure    was  the  mind  of  Christ, 
an  -  y    love  that    mor -tals  have  known;  Kind     to    the  err -ing  one, 
lad -en,  there  is    sweet    rest    for  thee;    Trust    in    His  prom  -  is  -  es, 
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Sin  -  less,  I  see;  He  the  great  ex -am -pie  is,  and  pat  -  tern  forme. 
Faith-ml  is  He;  He  the  great  ex -am -pie  is,  and  pat  -  tern  forme. 
Faith-ml  and  sure;  Lean  up  -  on  the  Sav-ior,  and  thy  soul     is     se-cure. 
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Where    .      .      .     .     He  leads  I'll      fol      -      -      -     low, 

Where    He  leads    I'll       fol  -  low.  Where    He  leads    I'll      fol  -  low, 
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Fol       -       -     low  all  the  way; 

Fol- low  all  the  way.        yes,         fol  -  low  all  the  way; 
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Mis  Grace  is  Sufficient  for  Me. 


J.  M.  Mumphri •>  . 


OANCO  OY  J.   Ill     HUMPHREY, 
v  OSION. 


iMLDMl 


E^5 


George  E,  Bula. 


:    ::s  :  '     ttfcc* 


1.  The  world  is     oiled  with  sor  -  row  And       sin      of   cv  -  'ry  kind; 

'2.  When  e    -    vils    fierce  as  -  sail     DM,      1         look    to  God    and  pray, 

3.  When  doar-rst  friends  are  leav  -  ing,  And      hi-i-dran-'ces       a   -  bound, 

4.  When  in     af  -  flie-ttOO9!  Tal    -   ley,  Down  near  the  Jor  -  dan  tide, 
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But  Je  -  sus  sweet-ly  keeps      me     And      gives  ma  grace    to      shine. 

He  gives    me  grace  suf  -  fi  -  cient     To        keep  me    ev  -  'ry       day. 

He  gives    me  grace  and  cour  -  age,    And      helps  me  stand  my      ground. 

He  gives    me   joy  and  com  -  fort,   And     nev  -  er  leaves  my      side. 
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Je  sus,    His  grace    is     suf  -  fi-cient  for       me 

praise  Him      to  -  day,  6uf     -     fi  -  cient    for      me. 
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37        He  was  Nailed  to  the  Gross  for  Me. 


f.  a.  a. 


COPYRIGHT.  1906.  BY  F.  A.  GRAVES. 


F.  A.  Graves. 
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What  a  wonderful,  wonderful  Sav-ior,     Who  would  die   on  the  cross  for  mel 
Thus  He  left  His  re-splen-dent  glo-ry    [To  ac-com-plish  His  Father's  plan; 
He  was  wounded  for  our  transgressions,  And  He  car-ried  our  sor-rows,  too; 
So   He  gave  up  His  life    for   oth-ers,    In  re-deem-ing  this  world  from  sin; 
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Free-ly  shedding  His  precious  life-blood, That  the  sinner  might  be  made  free 
He  was  born  of  the  Vir- gin  Ma- ry,  Took  up-on  Him  the  form  of  man 
He's  the  Heal-er  of  ev  -  'ry  sick-ness— This  He  came  to  our  world  to  do. 
And  He's  gone  to  pre-pare  a  man-sion,  That  at  last  we  may  en  -  ter       in. 
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He 


was  nailed    to 


btjzr: 


£=* 


the  cross  for  me, 

He     was  nailed 
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the  cross 


for  me; 

He       was      nailed 


to       the    cross; 
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cross  cru-ci-fied  for  me    He  died,  He  was  nailed  to  the  cross  for   me. 
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c.  it.  w. 


Better  Than  Gold. 


corrntGHT.  W4,  by  w  b.  rose,  agent. 


C.  ».  Widmeyer. 
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1.  All  the  treas-ures      of    time    will     <le    - 

'1.  There's  m>  wealth  with  Gkxftloreetii  corn-pare, 

.'i.  Seek  lit  long  -  er       the  treas-ures      of       earth, 

4.  Je-sus     of  -  fcrs     sal  -  va  -  ti"n    to        all 
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He    has    rich    -    N  this 

I.'-aw  the  thingi  that 

Who  will  DOW      "ii  His 
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earth  pass 
earth  can-not 
fast  grow-ing 
name  hum-bly 

e?=  - 


way 
hold: 

old: 
call: 


Bat  the  gift  from  a-boYe,  bea?-ea'i  in  -  li  -  nio 

But  the  great  gift  to    men,     is   n  -demi.-tion  from  sin; 
Christ  has  gifts  e?-ei    new,     if  to  Him  you'll  h 

Broth-er,  seek  Him  to-day,  and  no  long •  Of      de-lay; 
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Shall  be  mine  thro' e  -  ter-ni-ty's  day. 
Oh!  my  broth-er,  'tis    bet-ter  than  gold.  There's  a  treasure  that's  better  than 
They  are  bet-ter,   yes,  bet-ter  than  gold.  far 

At  His  feet  now    in    pen  -  i  -  tence  fall. 
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gold, And  its  val  -  ue  can  nev-er 

bet-ter  than  guli. 


mine  thro'  God's  grace, as  I  run  in  life's  raoe.This  treasure  more  precious  than  gold. 
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Shall  I  Close  My  Hearts  Door? 


Juliette  E.  Perry. 


COPYRIGHT.  1913.   BY  WM    J.   KIRKPATRICK 


Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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Shall  I  close  my  heart's  door  in  the  face    of    my  Lord,    Whose  brow  wore  the 
Shall  I  close  my  heart's  door  at  the  knock  of    the  hand   That  wa9  nailed  to  ttae 
Shall  I  close  my  heart's  door  from  the  Lord  who  for  me,    Bro-ken-heart-ed,  on 
I'll  swing  wide  my  heart's  door,  bidding  Je  -sus  come  in,    Lest  that  time  make  it 
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thorn-crown  for  me?     At  the  threshold  He  stands,  waiting  now  to  come  in, 
cross  for  my       sin?      To  that  hand  still  outstreched,pleading  gen-tly  to  -  day, 
Cal  -  va  -  ry       died?  Shall  I  spurn  His  dear  voice,  that  so  ten-der  -  ly    calls? 
hard  to    un   -  do;     Lest  the  Sav-iour  be  grieved  and  for  -  ev  -  er      I  mourn 

j>      m      m     .-^"V    0     •      +  fl#     +•     -      +    m       -       m      +     P- 


Ck. 


&=&=$=$: 


&— 


-r-v 

CHORUS.     A  little  faster. 
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My  heart's  welcome  guest  He  would  be. 
My  heart's  best  af-fec-tion  to    win?       I  will  o  -  pen  my  heart's  door  wide, 
Shall  I  turn  His  entreaty     a  -  side? 

The     loss  of  His  friendship  so  true.        n  N  J        J^  J        ]  i       j  i 
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will    o-pen  my  heart's  door  wide, 
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I  will   bid     my  dear  Lord        come       in; By     love     He    doth 
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will      bid  my         dear     Lord    come  in 
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con-quer,  My  heart  He  doth  win;   Sav-iour,  dear  Sav  -  iour,  come  in. 

L  come  in. 
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Sweet,  Wonderful  Peace. 


James  M.  Black. 


1.   It  .  sin  my  heart,  tint  each  day  deeper  grows,  Tib  the  peace  that  the 

■_\  <»        the  joy  that  Ki  mine  tweeter  growaer-'ry  day,  For  He  grrei  H  i  sweet 
u>;   live  tor  the  Mae-ter  who  grree  oe  the  joy  Of     a  faith  that     is 
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world  can  -  not  give;  Ami  the  joy  in  my  soul,  like  a  blest  riv  -  er  flows, 
peace  un  -  to  me;  Aiul  the  clouds  dis-ap-pear,  as  I  press  00  my  way, 
bet    -  ter    than  Bight,  And    a  peace  that  no    e  -  vil    can    ev  -  er    de~ 


Chorus. 
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Since  the  love  of  my  Lord  I      re  -  ceive. 

To      the  cit  -  y      far  o-ver  the     sea.      0    the  sweet  joy     and 

Till    we   en -ter    the  cit  -y      of    light.  0  the  sweet  bless  -  ed 
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peace,        That  shall  ev  -  er  sat  -  is-fy     the  soul! 

joy  and  peace. 
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that   shall  ev  -   er   sat  -is-fy     the       soul! 
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...    this  won-der-ful  peace,        Shall  be  mine  while  endless  a-ges  roll. 

this    swtn't        won  -  d«  -  ful   joy  and  r-  . 
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H.  L. 


Onward  March. 

COPYRIGHT.  1914.  BY  W.   B.  ROSE.  AGENT. 


Haldor  Lillenas 


1.  We're  en   -  list  -  ed    in    the  ar  -  my  of    our    Sav  -  i<>r    and     our  King, 

2.  With  the      hel  -  met  of     sal-va  -  tion  and  the    Spir  -  it's   pierc-ing  sword, 

3.  By     the     Pen  -  te-cos  -  tal  pow-er  of     the  bless  -  ed    Ho  -  ly  Ghost, 
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Of    His  pow  -  er   and  His  maj  -  es  ■ 

We  must  fol  -  low    our  Com-mand-er 
We  shall  gain     a  might  -  y     vie  -  t'ry 
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and 
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we     ev  -   er-more    will  sing; 
o  -  bey    Him  and    His  word; 
ver     Sa  -  tan  and     his  host; 
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We  have  buck -led  on  the  ar  -  mor,  and  we're  go  -  ing  forth  to  war: 
By  the  shield  of  faith  pro-tect-ed  from  the  en  -  e-my  are  we, 
When  the    fi  -  nal  fight     is      o  -  ver,    we     will    lay     our    ar  -  mor  down, 


v     v     v      y     v 

U.S.- Neath  the  blessed  blood-stained  ban-net  of 


the  cross      of  Cal  -  va  -  ry, 
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Hear  the  trum-  pet  sound    of  bat  -  tie  ring  -  ing  out  from  shore    to  shore  1 
And   our  Sav  -  ior  goes    be -fore    us,  lead  -  ing    on       to  vie  -  to-ry. 
And  from  Je  -  sus,  our  Com-mand-er,  then     re-ceive     a  star  -  ry  crown. 
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PFe    are    00  -  zna  /oWft  £0    con  -  ^uer,  sina  -  ing  songs    of  vie  -   to  -  ry. 
Chorus.  ,^ _  ,        ^  D. ; 
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Onward  march. .  To  vic-to 

Onward  march 
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ry, Just  be-fore 

To  vie  -  to-ry, 


.0±0.0  •         01 


Tk 


1 


fet 


«^p.  I*  |«.«fw 


>-p-^ 


k  / 


.  The  foe  we  see; 

Just  be-fore  The  foe  we  see: 
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Ada  Blenihorn. 


God  is  Watching  You. 

COPYRIGHT,    190*,    BY  MEYER  A  BROTHER. 
WORD8  AMD  M^blC. 
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Howard  E.  Sierra. 
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1.  To  the  Lord's  great  ar  -  my     Do  you  now  be-long?  In    the  dai  -  ly 

2.  Troubles  and  tt-innta-tions  Will  your  way  be-s<-t;    With  a    faith  un- 

8.  like  jour  bleteedMaa-ter,    Do  you  try   to  win  Bonis  that  dwell  in 
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con  -  flict  Are  you  brave  and  strong?  To  your  Lord  and  Master  Are  you 
flinching  They  must  all  be  met.  Trust  your  mighty  Captain,  Be  will 
darkness,  From  the  ways  of     sin?    Are  you  ev  -  er  striv-ing    All  His 
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al- ways  true?  With  a  love  un- 
bearyou  thro':  With  a  love  un- 
will  to     do?    With    a    love  un- 


fail-ing  God 
fail-ing  Go<I 
fail  -  ing    God 


is  watching  you, 
is  watching  you. 
is  watching  you. 
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(  God    is  watching  you,      God    is 
J  God    is  watching  you,     God    is 
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watching  you; 

watching  you; 
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To  your  Lord  and 
With   a    love   un  - 

t      is 
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Mas  -  ter   Faithful  be    and  true; 


«l    '    ♦ 


[Omit. 


h    h 


fail  -  ing  God    is  watchkig  you. 
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That  Wonderful  Story  is  True. 


Esther  Chapman. 
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1.  They   tell    me    a    sto  -  ry   Of  won  -  der  -  fal  love,   How  One  came  to 

2.  They  tell    me    a    sto  -  ry    Of  won  -  der  -  fal  light,    He   rose  from  the 

3.  They  tell    me    a   sto  -  ry   Of  won  -  der  -  ful  grace,  How  I,     tho'    a 
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earth  from  His  man  -  sion  a  -  bo ve,  And  poured  out  His  life  •  blood  Up- 
grave  in  the  pow'r  of  His  might,  That  one  day  in  glo  -  ry  With 
sin    •  ner,   may  see    His  dear    face,   Since  once   in    His  mer  -  cy     He 
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on  Cal  -  va  -  ry;  'Twas  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  ior,  that  suf  -  ered  for  me. 
Him  1  might  be;  0  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  ior  that  vict  -  'ry  for  me! 
died  to  save  me;     0    Je  -  sus,  my  Sav  -  ior  I'll    now    live  for    Theel 


-4f-#- 


mm 


S±E£ 


§fe 


*=k 


T=£- 


Chorus. 
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The  sto-ry  is  true,  I  know  it  is  true,  That  won-der-ful  sto-ry  is    true; 

That     won       -       der    -      fal     sto-ry  is  true 
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It  is  written  on  high,  And  His  word  cannot  die,  That  wonderful  story  is  true. 
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God  is  Now  Willing  Are  You? 


t  I  Nathan. 


r.  ia96.  er  jiwrs  mcgranahan. 
Cha> 
INTERNATIONAL  COP1RUMT  StCUREO. 


James  McGranahan. 
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1.   God     h  now  \vill-in_r,    in    Christ  1  ,   Will  -  ing     to    pur -dun,  and 

•  w  iii-ini»  to   gbeyonHii]  U-tng  frombond-tfi  of 

1     it D«W  will-ing   to     an-swer  your  pray'r.IYr-  feet  -  ly    will  -  in^    yuur 
I,  G    1     i-  D  m  will-ing  with  -  in    v<>u   t<>  dwell,  WiU-ing  with  bless-ing  your 
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cleanse  the  de-filed,   Will   -  ing    to  take    you  and  make  you  His  child; 

sin      to      re -lease,  Will  -  ing  the  con  -  flict  with  -  in  you  should  cease; 

bur -ilen     to  bear,  Read   -  y    and  wait  -  ing  to   take  all  your  care; 

spir  -  it     to    fill;     Yield  to    His  plead  -  ing  and  give  up    your  will; 
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Chorus, 
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God    is  now  will-ing;  are    you?     God       is  now  will  -  ing;  are  you?  are  you? 


Will  you  not  trust  Him,  so  faith-ful,     so  true?    If      you    re-fuse  Him,  0 

0-       -0-      -0*       -0-'       0      -#--#--#  #- 
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Ada  Blbitchorn. 
With  l(f<: 


Glad  Praise. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC  COPYRIGHT,  1010,  BY  MEYER  &  QROTHER. 
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H.  S.  MrtLira. 
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1.  Joyful  songs  we  '11  sing  To  onr  Savior  King,  Nev-erwasa  friend  so  true; 

2.  Tho'  on  ev-'ry  hand  Dan-gers'roundusstand,We  will  trust  and  never  fear; 

3.  Coming  from  a-bove,  From  His  heart  of  love, Peace  and  joy  our  portion  blest; 

4.  Je  -sus  bids  us  come  To  His  heav'nly  home, There  His  glory  bright  to  share; 
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In  the  cleansingSood  0!  His  precious  blood, He  has  wasb'd  and  made  ns  new. 
Safely  shall  we  go    Conqu'ring  ev'ry  foe,  Christ  onr  Lord  to  keep  is      near. 
Sorrows  we  may  see  Shall  but  blessings  be.While  with-in  His  arms  we    rest. 
When  we  see  His  face  In  that  ho-ly  place,  We  shall  praise  Him  better  there. 
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Chorus. 
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Hal    • 

le     « 

lu    - 

jah, 

waise    the 

praise 

Sav  -  ior's   name, 

the                     Sav  -  ior's     name. 
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He  hath  made  us  free,    bless  -  ed  lib  -  er  -  tyl      Hal  -  le  •  lu    •  jah, 
♦    ♦    ♦     ♦    -a-  h      h      Is      h  ♦ 
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praise  His  Ho  -  ly  name,  In  His  name  is   vie    •  to    •     ry. 

praise  his  Ho  -    ly   name. 
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It  is  Jesus. 


Julia  Johnston. 

with  expression. 
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1.  In       the  darkness,  tempest  tossed,  All  my   hope 

2.  In        the  nk'ht  with  anirui>u  filled, When  my  h-  art 

3.  When  the  sun-shine  from  a  -  I    |    .  1        Is  my  path 
ft.  G  in  -  ing,  com-ing,  ev  -  er  -  more,  Dear  -  er,  dear  • 
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with  pain    is  thrilled, 
with  light  and   ! 
er   than  be  -  fore, 
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Lo,  a  form  upon  the  wave,  Who    is  He?  And  can  He  save?    (cm  He  s»?e?) 

In  the  dark  One  draweth  nigh,  Call  -  ing  gen-tly,  "It      is      I."       (*■ 

Who  conws  nur.my  joy  to  share?  Who  is  this,  with  smile  so  rare ?( with  smile  so  rare?) 

ItisChrist,theLordwhodied,  Ris  -  en,  liv-ing,  glo-ri  -  fied.       (*io  -  ri-fied.) 
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Chorus. 
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It      is   Je-sus, 

Li 

It      is   Je-sus, 

Vll      His  word  will 
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He    ful  -  fill; 
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Hushed   is    ev-'ry     earth  -  ly    tu -mult.  At  His  wondrous,  "Peace  be  still.*' 
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Softly  and  Tenderly. 


BV  PER.  WILL  L.  THOMPSON  A.  CO 


W.  L.  T. 

PP   K  '  Very  glow.  PP 


Will  L.  Thompson. 


1.  Soft  -  ly  and  ten-der-ly  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing  for  you  and  for  me; 

2.  Why  should  we  tar-ry  when  Je-sus  is  plead-ing,  Pleading  for  you  and  for  me? 

3.  Time    is  now  fleeting, the  moments  are  passing, Passing  from  you  and  from  me; 

4.  Oh!     for  the  wonderful  love  He  has  promised,  Promised  for  you  and  for  me; 
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See  on  the  portals  He's  waiting  and  watching, Watching  for  you  and  for  me. 
Why  should  we  linger  and  heed  not  His  mercies, Mercies  for  you  and  for  me? 
Shadows  are  gathering,  death  beds  are  com-ing,  Com-ing  for  you  and  for  me. 
Tho'  we  have  sinn'd,  He  has  mercy  and  pardon,  Pardon  for  you  and  for  me. 
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Come  home,  come  home,  Ye  who  are  wea-ry,  come  home, 

Come  home,  come  home,  __, 
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Ear-nest -ly,  ten-der-ly,  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  Call-ing,  0  sin-ner,  come  home! 
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The  Ghribtian  Warfare. 


C.  B.  W. 
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1.  There's  a  etUcomet ringing thro'OUt  earth's  domain.  From  the  Christ  of  Cal-v'ry 

'_'.  Win  the  war'giintl  Satan, eoaDting  not  the   i  *  is  oar  eom-msn-der, 

.'J.    Soon  w.-'llcuinr  rf-j(jii-irr4  with  the  Itlood-washedtLrn:',  With  the  bostfl  in  Di  av-«n 
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who  was  fur  us  slain;  He  wants  loy-al  sol-diers  who  will  fight 'gainst  sin, 
and  He  knows  no  loss;  Come,  en-list  for  serv-ice;whcth-er  great  or  small, 
sing  the    vic-tor's  song;     See  the  foe    re-treat-ing!  we'll  the  vic-t'ry    win, 
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In   this  world  of  con-flict-and  the  vie  -  fry   win. 

In     the  ranks  of  bat- tie  there's  a  place  for    all.    For-ward  press  with  Je-sus' 
We  can  sure- Iy  tri-umph  o'er  the  pow'rs  of  sin. 
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ban-ner  wide  unfurled;  We'll  lift  the  cross,  to    all  this  ru-ined  world;    Soon    the 
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days    of    war-fare  will  be  o'er,  Then  He  will  wel-come  us    to  yon-der  shore. 
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Heavenly  Sunlight. 


COPYRIGHT.  1899.  BY  H.  L.  GILMOUR. 
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1.  Walking  in   sun  -light,  all  of  my  jour-ney;    O  - ver  the  monntains, 

2.  Shadows  a -round  me,  shadows  a  •  bove   me,    Never  con-ceal    my 

3.  In  the  bright  sunlight,    ev-er  re-joic-ing,  Pressing  my  way     to 
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thro*  the  deep  vale;        Je-sus  has  said  "I'll   nev-er  for -sake  thee;n 

Sav-iourand  Guide;     He    is    the  light,   in    Him  is    no  dark-ness, 

man-sions  a  -  bove;  Sing-ing  His  prais  -  es,    glad-ly  I'm  walk  •  ing, 
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Prom-ise  di  -  vine  that  nev  -  er  can  fail. 
Ev  •  er  I'm  walk  -  ing  close  to  His  side 
Walking   in    sun  -  light,  sun-light  of     love 
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Heav-en-ly  sun-light, 
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heav-en-ly  sun-light,  Flooding  my  soul  with  glo  -  ry  di  •  vine; 
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I  am  re  •  joic-ing,  Singing  His  prais -es,    Je-sus  is 
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50  God's  Promises  are  Sure. 

|  are  Mire  if  you  only  believe  "  —  Wtn.  Booth. 

I  '.   B<   W,  COPYRIGHT.  1913.  BY  R    M    UEREDITM  C.  Ii.  WlDMKYKR. 
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1.  BNtd-er  than    tho      o  -  cean  wide,  Strong-er  than      its    high-est    tide, 

2.  rinii-.r     th;ui     the  mount-tin  high,  Hi^h-  at    than      the    dis-tantsky, 
.'!.  Win  ii  this  world  is  wrapped  in  flame,  And   the  Judge    his  own  shall  name, 
4.  While 6  -  tcr  -  rial  years  roll    on,     Thro' the  Ma    -    ges    yet     to   come," 
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Deep  -  er   than     its  measuring  rod,    Are    the      prom  -  is  -  es     of     God. 
Tho'  this  earth  should  pass  a  -  way,    Yet  God's   prom  -  is  -  es    will     stay. 
When  the  Judg-ment  day     is    past,  Yet    the     prom  -  is  -  es    still     last. 
Still  God's  prom- ia  -  es    are    true,  And  we'll      find    them  ev  -  er      new. 
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They  are      sure if  you     on  -  ly      be  -  lieve, 
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They  are 
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They  are  sure 


if  you       on  -  ly 


be  -  lieve,     on  -  ly     be-lieve. 
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sure if  you     on-ly 

They   are  sure      if  you      on  -  ly 
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be-lieve, 
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lieve,  on  -  ly     be-lieve 
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They  are   sure 

They  art  sure 
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God's  prom-is  -  es  are    sure. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Gry  of  the  Penitent. 

COPYRIGHT,    1908,   BV  W.    R    ROSE,  AGENT. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


muu-i-di^^i^m^^ 


sa 


1.  Fa-ther,  I  amwear-y  and  sickwith  sin,  Wan-der-ing  a-way  from  Thee; 

2.  Here  a  f nil  sur-ren - der    I    free  -  ly  make,  Helpless  at  Thy  feet  I      lie; 

3.  Deep-er  yet  my  soul  in    its  long  -  ing  cries,  Work  within  the  doub-le    cure; 

4.  Ev-er-more,  my  Savior,  hold  Thou  me  fast      In  Thy  loving,  strong  embrace, 
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To  Thine  arms  of  mer-cy,  oh,  take  me    in,     Full  -  y  saved  I  long    to      be. 
Worldly  fame  and  treasures  I  all    for-sake,    To  their  charms  forever     die. 
For    a  whole  sal-va-tion  my  sac  -  ri  -  fice,  Sane  -  ti  -  fy  and  make  me  pure. 
Un  -  til  safe  in  glo  -  ry,  my  an  -  chor  cast,     I    behold  Thee  face  to  face. 
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me    in,  Take  me    in 

0      lov  -  ing    Sav    -  ior,    take      me      in,  t 
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Take     me 
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tie    me      in, 
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0- pen  wide  Thine  arms  of  love  and  take  me    in;    See,   I  come  re  -  lent-ing, 
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o'er  the  past  re-pent-ing,     0  -  pen  wide  Thine  arms  of  lore  and  take  me   in 
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Jesus  Will  Give  You  Rest. 


Fanny  J.  ( 


NR    SWENEY.  OWNER.      USED  BY  PER 
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1.  Will  you  come,  willyou  come,  with  your  poor  broken  ln-art,  Hardened  and 

'J.  Will  y  .11  oonie,  will  you  come? then  in  mer-cy    for  you.   Balm  for  yoni 

:i.  Will  you  come,  will  you  0OLB6,  you  have  nothing  to    pay;     .!••  --.-."who 

•1.  Will  you  conn-,  will  jrOU  conic?  how  Be  pleads  with  yon  QOWl  Fly  to     His 
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sin  op-pressed?  Lay  it  down 
ach  -  ing  breast;  On  -  ly  come 
loves  you  best,  By  His  death 
lov  -  ing  breast,  And  what-ev  - 
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at  the  feet  of  your  Sav-iour  and  Lord, 
as  you  are,  and  be-lieve  on  His  name, 
on  the  cross  purchased  life  for  your  eoul, 
er  your  sin    or  your  sor-row  may    be, 
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Je  -  sus  will  give  you  rest. 
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Oh,    hap-py  rest,  sweet,  hap-py  rest, 
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rest.                           Oh, 
hap  -  py    rest. 
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come      in     sim- pie,  trust-in.:  faith?    Je  -  sus  will  give      you   rest. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Secret  of  Power. 


COPYRIGHT,    1909,    BY   W.    B.    HOSE,   AGENT. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Have  you  learned  the  bless  -  ed  se  -  cret    Of  the  pow'r  of    Pen  -  te  -  cost? 

2.  Have  you  now  this  blest  en-due -ment,  Freedom  in    the    Ho  -  ly  Ghost? 

3.  Pow'r  and  unc-tion  free  -  ly  giv  -  en      By  the  Spir  -  it    shed  a  -  broad; 

4.  May    He  come  in    glo  -  rious f ul  -  ness    In  -  to     ev  - 'ry  wait-ing  heart, 
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God  hath  in    His  word  revealed  it;     It      is    by    the  Ho  -  ly 

Per -feet  lib  -  er  -  ty      in  serv -ice,  Saved  un- to     the  ut  -  ter  - 

Her -it -age     of      all    be-liev-ers,  As     re-cord -ed  in  God's 

Pen- te-cos- tal    gifts  re- stor-ing,  Which  He  on  -  ly  can    im  - 
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by    our     toil-  ing,     not      by    our    striv  -  ing,  "But    bv      my 
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It  is  Well  With  My  Soul. 


H.  0.  Spaffortf. 


. 


P.  P.  Bliss. 


1.  When  pet06  like  a      riv  -  er    at     un<l-eth  my  way,  When  sor-rows  like 

2  Tho1    St  -  tan  should  buf-ftt,  tho'  tri  als  should  come,  Let   this  blest  aa- 

3.  My     -in  — ok,     the   b!i-s    of     this  glo  -  ri  -  ous  tho't!     My   sin— not  in 

4.  An  J,  Lord,  haste  the  day  when  tho  faith  shall  be  sight,    The  clouds  be  roll'd 
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sea    bil  -  lows   roll;  What-ev  -  er    my    lot,     Thou  hast  taught  me  to 
sur-ance   con  -  trol,  That  Christ  has  re  -  gard  -  ed     my  help  -  lesses- 
part,  but  the  whole,  Is    nailed  to    His  cross      and      I    bear       it    no 
back   as    a  scroll,  The  trump  shall  r3  -  sound    and   the  Lord     shall  de- 
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say,        It   is    well,       it      is    well    with  my  soul, 

tate,     And  hath  shed    His  own  blood  for  my  soul, 

more:  Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord,  0  my  soul! 

scend:  "E  -  ven  so"—     it      is     well  with  my  soul! 
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.  .     with  my  soul, It    is   well,    it  is    well   with   my  soul. 

well  with    my     - 
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His  Face  Will  Outshine  Them  All. 


T.  H. 


COPYRIGHT.  1914.   BY  THORO  HARRIS. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  There  are  fac   -   es  dear  that  I  hold    in  mem-'ry,  Tho'  I  lost  them  long  a- 

2.  There  were  vole  -  es  sweet  o-ver  Bethl'hem  sing-ing  When  the  Savior  Christ  waa 

3.  There  are  friend-ly  hands  un-to   me     ex  -  tend -ed  When  I  seem  to  miss  my 

4.  There  are  wondrous  scenes  ly-ing  all    a-round  me,  Golden  gleams  o'er  land  and 
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go;    (so  long   a -go;)  But  the  face  of  One  "al-to -geth-er   love-ly"   Is  the 
born ;  (our  Lord  was  born;)  And  the  golden  harps  of  the     an  -  gels  ring-ing  Ush-ered 
way;  (to  missmy  way;)Butthe  pierc-ed  hand  of  the  Man  of    Cal-v'ry  Lead-eth 
sea;  (o'er  land  and  sea;)But  when  Jesus  comes  in  the  clouds  of    heav-en,  0  what 
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fair-est  face  I  know, 
in  that  ho  -  ly  morn, 
on  to  realms  of  day. 
glo  -  ry  that  will    be. 
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His  face  will  outshine  them  all,  His  face  will 

al  -  le-lu  -  ia! 
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outshine  them  all;  Glory  to  the  Lamb,al-Ie-lu  -  ia!   His  face  will  outshine  them  all. 


-tfci 


#-^ 


jc_. 


^ 


f:^.  rt.rkj 


3-5=te 


m 


^ 


■&*■ 


Hm$ 


iES 


Midden  Peace. 

■  •,    1ltS,   Br   L.   O.    BROWN. 


L.  O.  Brown. 
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1.    I      can -not  teU  thee  whence  it  came,  This  peace  with- n    my  breast; 

-neath  Dm  t«'il      ind  *.ire    of     life,   This    hid-den  stream  flows  on; 

3.  I      can -DOt  t«-ll      the    half     of   love,    rn-feiimed,  supreme,  di  -  vine, 

4.  I      can-not  tell     tine  whv    He  chose    To    suf   -  fer    and    to     die; 
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But    this    I  know,  there    tills   my  soul      A    strange  and  tran-quil  rest. 

My    wear-y     soul    no       Ion -ger  thirsts,  Nor  am        I     sad   and  lone. 

That  caused  my  dark-est      in  -  most  6elf   With  beams  id  hope   to  shine. 

But     it       I     sul  -  fer     here  with  Him,  I'll    reign  with  Him   on  high. 
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soul, 


There's  a       deep     set  -  tied  peace    in      my 
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There's  a    deep    set  -  tied  peace  in 


my     soul;  Though  the 

in      ray      soul; 
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bil  -  lows   of  sin  near  me    roll,  He      a  -  bides,     Christ  a  -  bides. 
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When  My  Savior  Talks  With  Me. 


Helen  Lockwood. 
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1.  There's  a  place  low  at  His     feet,  Where  my  soul    de-lights    to     be: 

2.  Near  the  cross  where  Je  -  sus    died,  Where    I  find  my  high  -  est    joy, 

3.  I     have  peace  and  joy  di  -  vine,    For  His  love  has  reached  my  heart, 

4.  I      will  love    Hira  more  and  more    Till    my  last  day's  work  is    done; 
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And  com-mun  -  ion  there  is        sweet,  When  my  Sav  -  ior  talks  with  me. 

Ev  -  er-more     I     will  a      -     bide  And  His  praise  my    lips  em  -  ploy 

And  His  mer  -  cies  round  me       shine;  Wondrous  grace  He  doth  im-part. 

And    I    cross    to    that  bright   shore;  Where  there  is   no    set  -  ting  sun. 
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Chorus 


When   my      Sav        -         -        ior  talks  with    me, 

When      my         Sav-ior  talks  with  me,  When     my         Sav  -  ior    talks         to      me, 
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Ev-'ry    day is  vic-to-ry,  Down  low     at  His 

Ev  -  'ry  day     is  vie  -  to  -  ry,  ev  -  'ry      day  is  vie  -  to-ry, 
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feet  There  is  comfort  sweet,  When  my  Savior  talks  with   me. 
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Home  of  the  Soul. 


Ellen  H.  Gates. 


Philip  Phillips. 


I    will  ring   you     a    song    of  that  beau-ti  -  ful  land,    The   far    a  -  way 

0  that  boOM   <>f    the  soul,    in   my   vis-ions  and  dreams, Its  bright  jas-per 
That  un-rhangr-a-ble  home  is    fur    yu   and  for    DM,     Where  Je-sus    of 
0  how  sweet   it  will   be      in  that  beau-ti  -  ful  land,     So  free   from  all 
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home  of  the  soul, Where  no  storms  ever  beat  on  the  glittering  strand, While  the 
walls   I  can  see,  Till  I  fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  vail  in  -  ter  -  venes  Be- 
Na  -  zar-eth  stands;The  King  of  all  king-doms  for-ev  -  er    is     he,  And  he 
sor-row  and  pain,  With  songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands,   To 
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years    of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty    roll,  While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty  roll; Where  no 
tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and    me,  Be  -  tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me;  Till   I 
hold-eth  our  crowns  in  his  hands, And  he  hold-eth  our  crowns  in  his  hands;  The 
meet  one  an-oth  -  er  a  -  gain.  To  meet   one  an  -  oth  -  er  a  -gain;  W7ith 
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storms  ev-er  beat  on  the  glittering  stiand,  While  the  years  of  e-ter-ni-ty  roll, 
fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  vail  in  -  ter-venes  Be-tween  the  fair  cit  -  y  and  me. 
King  of  all  kingdoms  for-ev -er    is  he,  And  he  holdeth  our  crowns  in  his  hands, 
songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands, To  meet  one  an-oth-er   a-  gain. 
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Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 


What  Then? 

COPYRIGHT.  1898    BY  W    S    N1CKLE. 
HENRY  DATE.   OWNER. 


W.  S.  Nickle. 
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1.  Aft  -  er    the  pleas-ures  of      life     are  o'er, 

2.  Aft  -  er    the  puis  -  es  shall  cease    to  beat, 

3.  Aft  -  er  your     heart       is    hushed  and  still, 

4.  Aft  -  er    the     trura  -  pet's    aw  -  ful  blast, 
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And  you  shall  stand,  face 
When     at  the  throne  the 
Aft  -  er  the  death-dews, 
Aft  -  er  the    judg-ment 
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to         the  shore    Of 
Lord    you  meet,  Wait 
damp  and  chill,     0  - 
shall      be  past,  When 
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the  dim  land     of    the     ev  -  er-more,  Care  -  less 

■  ing  your  doom  at   the    judg-ment  seat,  Care  -  less 

ver  your  frame  of  mor  -  tali  -  ty  thrill,  Care  -  less 

you  have  come  to  your  doom  at  last,    Poor,  lost 
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what    then?    Care  ■ 
what   then?    Care  ■ 
what   then?    Care  ■ 
what    then?    Poor, 
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■  less  soul, 

■  less  soul, 

■  less  soul, 

lost  soul, 
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what  then?    Care-less  soul, 
what  then?    Care-less  soul, 
what  then?   Care-less  soul, 
what  then?  Poor,  lost  soul, 
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what  then? 
what  then? 
what  then? 
what  then? 
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Aft  -  er  the  pleas-ures  of  life  are  o'er,  Care-less  soul,  what  then? 
Wait  -  ing  your  doom  at  the  judg-ment  seat,  Care-less  soul,  what  then? 
Aft  -  er  your  heart  is  hushed  and  still,  Care-less  soul,  what  then? 
When  you  have  come  to  your  doom  at  last,   Poor,  lost  soul,  what  then? 


§EBE 


fc=* 


V^t—V     ll.=£=t 


1 


1ZZMI 


IS 


60 


Deeper,  Deeper. 


C.  1\J. 


C.  P.  Joxts. 
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I'     p-'T,  deep  -  61      in    the  love    of     Je  -  sus     Dai  -  ly     let     in 

2.  Deep  ert deep  -  erl  Meet  -  ed Ho  - ly  Spir-it,    Take  me  deep •  et    still, 
.  .  D  Bp-er,  deep  -  erl  tbo'    it  eoet  hard  tri  •  ale,  Deep-er    let  dm 

4.  Deep-er, high  - er ,    e?  -  'rv  day    in    Je-sne,  Till    all    con-flict  past, 
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High  -  cr,  hidi  -  er    in     the  school  of  wis-dom,  More   of  grace  to    know. 

Till     my    life      is    whol  -  ly   lost  in  Je  -  sus,  And  his   per  -  feet    will. 

Root-ed    in     the      ho  -  ly  love  of  Je  -  sus,  Let  me  fruit  -  ful    now. 

Finds  rue  conqu'ror,  and    in    his  own  im  -  age  Per  -  feet  -  ed    at 
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Chorus. 
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0  deep 

0  deep  -  er    yet. 
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deep  -  er    yet. 
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bles9  -  ed   Lord, In    thy    pre  -  cious,  ho 

.wis   -  er.  bless  -  ed    Lord. 
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To  the  Battle  Front! 


L.  L.  P. 
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1.  Hear  the  bu-gle  sound-ing  loud  and  clear,  Calling    to    the  bat  -  tie-  field; 

2.  While  the  hosts  of  God  are  marshalling,  Will  you    join  their  ranks  to  -  day, 

3.  Let  us  fight  each  sin   and       ev-'ry  vice,  Standing  for    the  good  and  true; 

4.  There  are  en-e-mies     of    home  and  state,  En-e  -  mies    of  truth  and  right; 
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'Tis   the  call  of  Christ,  our  Captain  dear,  Who  would  have  us  nev-er    yield. 
And     forward  march  with  Christ  our  King  To  the    hot -test    of    the    fray? 
For   the  Mas-ter  needs  such  soldiers  brave,  And  He  calls  for   me    and    you. 
We  must  bold-ly  stand  a  -  gainst  them  all,  For  the  good  must  live  and  fight. 
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Cap  -  tain    true;   To 
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tie  front 
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way! 


& 


62 


No.  Not  One: 


usro  by  pcr  Cf  ge:  n  En  on  copyright. 

JOHKSOK  OATMAN.  Jr 


GlO.  C.  HUOG. 
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1.  There's  not  a  friend  like   the    low  -  ly 

e  - sus, 

No,  not  one! 

no, 

not 

one! 

L'.     No  friend  like  Him  is       so    high  and    ho  -  ly, 

No,  not  one! 

no, 

not 

one! 

3.  There's  not  an  hour  that  He     is      not   near  us, 

No,  not  one! 

no, 

not 

one! 

4.    Did      ev  -  er  saint  find  this  Friend  for-sake  him? 

No,  not  one! 

no, 

not 

one! 

5.    Was   e'er     a  gift   like  the    Sav  -  ior    giv  -  en? 

No,  i 

lot  one! 

DO, 

one! 
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None  else  could  heal  all     our  soul's  dis  -  eas  -  es, 

No, 

not  one! 

no, 

not  one! 

An 

i     yet    no  friend  is      so  meek  and  low  -  ly. 

No 

not  one! 

no, 

not  one! 

No 

night    so  dark  but  His  love  can  cheer  us, 

No, 

not  one! 

no, 

not  one! 

Or 

sin  -  ner  find  that  He  would  not  take  him? 

No, 

not  one! 

no, 

not  one! 

Wi 

,1    He      re-fuse  us      a  home  in   heav-en? 

No, 

not  one! 

no, 

not  one! 
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Je-sus  knows  all      a  - 

bout  our  struggles, 
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There's  not   a  friend  like  the  low  -  ly      Je-sus,     No,  not  one!     no,  not  one! 
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Still  Saying  No. 


H.  L. 
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Still  say  -  ing  No 

Still  say  -  ing  No 

Still  say  -  ing  No 

Still  say  -  ing  No 

Still  say  -  ing  No 
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Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  susl 
Je  -  sus! 
Je  -  sus! 


Still  you  re-ject  His 
Still  you  re-fuse  His 
Still,  while  in  youth  and 
Still,  tho'  the  locks  are 
Draw-ing  your  lat  -  est 


voice; 
love; 
pow'r 
gray, 
breath, 
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Still,  while  the  years  are  pass  -  ing,     Still  mak- ing    sin     your 

Slight-ing  the  Ho   -  ly  Spir  -  it,  Griev-ing   the  woo  -  ing 

Spurn-ing  this  great    sal  -  va  -  tion,  Wast-ing  each  pre  -  cious 
Still  while  the  years    are  fleet  -  ing,     Nev  -  er    an    hour      to 

Still,  you  re-ject     His  mer  -  cy,  E'en   in    the  hour      of 


choice. 

Dove. 

hour. 

pray. 

death. 
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Chorus. 


Still  say-ing  No!  Still  say-ing  No!  Soon  from  your  heartthe  Sav  -  ior  will  go; 
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Still  saying  No!  Still  saying  No!  Je-sus  is  pleading-but  you  are  still  saying  No! 
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Lead  Me.  Savior. 


FROM  CORAL*  OF  JOY.    BV  UK. 

F.  M.  D.                                                                                          Feaxk  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Sav-ior,  lead  me,  lest   I  stray,                          Gen  -  tly  lead  me  all    the 

2.  Thou  the  ref  -  uge  of  my  soul                          When  life's  stormy  bil- lows 

3.  Sav-ior,  lead  rue,  then  at  last,                          When  the  storm  of  life  is 

Sav       -        ior,                              l.ad  me,  lest   I    etny.    Gen       -       tly 
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way; 
roll, 
past, 

lead  me  all    the    way; 
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am  safe  when  by  Thy  side, 
am  safe  when  Thou  art  nigh, 
the  land   of    end -less  day, 


am 
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safe  when  by  Thy  side, 
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I     would  in    Thy  love  a  -  bide.' 

All   my  hopes  on  Thee  re  -  ly. 

Where  all  tears  are  wiped  a  -  way. 
I  would  in   Thy  love  • 
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Lead  me,   lead  me, 


at 
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Sav  -  ior,  lead  me,  lest  I     stray; 
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lest    I  stray; 


-#— #- 


-jj-s a 9 9     ^     r 

Gen-tly  down  the  stream  of 
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time,  (stream  of  time.)  Lead  me,  Sav  -  ior,  all" 
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the     way,  (all  the    way.) 
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Give  Me  Thy  Heart. 


Col'YRIHHT 


BY  WM.  J.  KIRKI-ATRirK. 


Annie  F.  Bourn*. 
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1.  "Give  me  thy  heart, ''says  the  Father    a  -  hove,  No  gift    so    precious  to 

2.  "Give  me  thy  heart, "  says  the  Saviour  of    men,  Call-ing    in  mer-cy    a 

3.  "Give  me  thy  heart,"  says  the  Spirit    di  -  vine,  "All  that  thou  hast,  to  my 
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him  as  our 
gain  and  a  - 
keep-  ing    re  - 


love,     Soft  -  ly    he    whis- 
gain ;  "  Turn  now  from  sin, 
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pers  wher-  ev  -  er  thou  art, 
and  from  e  -  vil  de  -  part, 
■  ing  is     mine  to     im  -  part, 


Chorus. 
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"Grate- ful-ly 
Have     I   not 
Make  full  sur 
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trust  me,  and  give  me  thy 
died  for  thee?  give  me  thy 
-  ren-  der  and    give  me  thy 
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heart, 
heart 
heart 
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Give  me    thy  heart, 
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Give  me  thy  heart, "  Hear  the  soft  whisper,  wher-  ev-er  thou  art;  From  this  dark 
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world, he  would  draw  thee  a-part,  Speaking  so  ten- der- ly,  "Give  me  thy  heart." 
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When  t  ho  Pearly  Gates  Unfold. 


M.  B. 
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Herbert  Booth. 


1 


?  V.   *  > 


ST* 


* — e- 


t=t 


1.  J  h:iv«'iri\"nup  all  for  Jesos;  '1  hi-  vain  worldis  nought  to  me; 
'2.  \n 'hen  t  be  \  oioeof  Je-suscsllsme,  And  the  en-gels  w  hi. —per  low, 
:i.  .Just  beyond  the  waves  of  .Jordan, .lust  beyond  the  chilwng  tide, 
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All     In  pleasures  are  fbr-got-ten      In  remembMng  Oil  -  va  -  rv. 

I       will  lean   up  -  on  my  Sav-imir,  Thro'  the  val-ley    as      I    go; 
Blooms  the  tree  of  life  im-mor-lal,  And  theliv-ing  wa-ters  glide; 
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Tho' my  friends  despise,  forsake  me,  And  on  me    the  world  looks  cold, 
I    will    claim  His  precious  promise, Worth  to  me      a  world  of  gold, 
Ib    that   hap  -  py  land  of  spirits, Flow-era  bloom  on  hills  ofg.»M, 
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Fine. 
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I've  a  Friend  that  will  stand  by  me  When  the  pear-1  v  gates  un-f  old. 
"Fearno  e  -  vil,  I'll  be  with  thee  When  the  pear-1  y  gates  un-fold.' 
And  the  an-gels  are     a-wait-ing  When  the  pear-fy  gates  un-fold. 
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D.  S. — But  my  heart  will  know  no  sadness,  When  the  pear-ly  gates  un-fold. 


Chorus. 
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Life's  morn  will  soon  be  wan-ing,   And  its  evening  bells  will  toll ; 
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67        I'M  Go  Where  You  Want  Me  to  Go. 

Mary  Brown.  copyright,  ism,  by  c.  e  rounsefell    used  by  per    Carrie  E.  Rounsefell. 


1.  It      may  not  be  on  the  mountain's  height,  Or    o-  ver  the  storm-y      sea; 

2.  Per-haps  to -day  there  are  lov- ing  words  Which  Je-sus  would  have  me  speak; 

3.  There's  surely  somewhere  a  low  -  ly  place   In  earth's  harvest-fields  so     wide, 


It       may  not  be     at  the    bat-tie's  front  My  Lord  will  have  need  of      me; 
There  may   be  now,   in  the  paths  of  sin,Somewand'rerwhomI  should  seek. 
Where  I     may  la -bor  thro 'life's  short  day  For  Je-sus,  the  Cru  -  ci  -  fied. 
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But    if     by     a     still,  small  voice  He  calls  To  paths    I     do     not    know, 
0     Sav-ior,    if     Thou  wilt  be  my  Guide,  Tho' dark  the    rug-ged    way, 
So,  trust -ing  my    all     un  -  to    Thy  care,   I  know  Thou  lov-  est     mel 
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I'llanswer,dearLord,withmyhandin  Thine,  I'll  go  where  you  want  me  to  go. 
My  voice  shall  ech  -  o  the  message  sweet,  I '11  say  what  you  want  me  to  say. 
I'll    do     Thy  will  with  a    heart  sin-cere,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to   be. 
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D.  S.-I'ZZ  sa?/  w/iai  yow  wcmZ  we  to  say,  dear  Lord,  I'll  be  what  you  want  me  to  be. 
Refrain.  D.  S. 


I '11  go  where  you  want  me  to  go,  dear  Lord,  O'er  mountain,  or  plain,  or     sea; 
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O.   V.   S. 


Pray  Through. 

COPYRIGHT    tVO.   BY  OL»  V    SM'THSON. 

or  frcnch  e  oliveb.  o*ner. 


1  j  :  .  *  .  .    .  :  :  -j 


OU  V.  Smithwm. 


j  : 


1.  Sin-ner  with  your  hciiv-y     load  of  sin  and  guilt,  'Twas  fur  you  the  Sav-ior's 
2<   H  you  know  the  blood  DM  WlthTd  your  sin-  iWiy,   Still  there  ris  -  es     up   the 

3.  Tho' temptations  come  to    ev-'ry  Christian  heart,  Je-sus  oft  has  said  H- 
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pre-cious  blood  was  spilt;  If  you     call  up-on    him     now  this  ver  -  y    hour, 
car-  nal  mind  each  day;  Pray  to  Him  who  died  to    make  you  free    in  -  deed, 
Will  the  grace  im- part;  We  can    be  tri-umph-ant,  this     I   know  is    true, 
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He     will  send  to  you  his     sav-ing  pow'r. 

This    is  just  the  bless-ing     that  you  need.  Pray  thro',  God  will  answer  you; 

If       in  faith  and  pow'r  we  will  pray  thro'.  Pray  thro'  pray  thro'. 
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Pray  through,      He    is     ev-er    true;  You  can  have  an    an-swer, 

Pray  thro'  pray  thro'  0  trust  Him; 
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Know  his  pow'r  a-  new,         If  you  keep  on  pray-ing  un-til  you      pray    thro'. 
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Me  Will  Hold  My  Hand. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


COPYRIGHT.  1914.  BY  W.  B.  ROSE.  AGENT. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


1.  "As     thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be,"  Promise    sweet  for     you  and  me; 

2.  He      who  with  un  -  wav-'ring  care   Notes  the  spar-rows    of      the  air, 

3.  As        a  shep-herd     shall  He  lead,   Day    by     day  sup  -  ply  each  need; 
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When  the  way  seems  lone  and  drear-y,  When  we've  footsore  grown  and  wea-  ry, 
And  the  lil  -  ies  clothed  in  brightness,  Ra-diant  in  their  snow -y  whit-ness, 
Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!  what     a  Sav  -  ior,   In    His    keep-  ing  safe    for-ev  -  er; 
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Pil  -  grims  in  a  des  -  ert  land  He    will  hold     us     by      the  hand. 

Shall  He    not  then  car6  for  thee?  Hold  His  hand    and  trust  -  ful      be. 

All     the   way  to 
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Glo-ry-land       He  will  hold      us     by     the  hand. 
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Chorus. 


#F 


He  will    keep  hold  of  my  hand,   He  will    keep  hold  of  my   hand; 

Je-sus  will  ev-er  keep  Je-sus  will  ev-er 
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No     harm  can  ev-er  be  -  tide  me,  He  will  keep  hold  of  my    hand. 
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On  the  Gross  of  Galvary. 


C.  F.  0. 


Arr.  by  W.  J.  K. 


1.  On    the   cross      of    Cal  -  va  -  ry        Je  -  bus  died    for    thee  and    rue; 

2.  o   what  woo  •  (Inms, wondrous  lou\  Bro'tmedowo    at     Je  -  sus'  feet] 

ike  me,  Je-ene,    1     en    Urine,  WhoMjy  thine    for  -  ev  -  er- more; 
4.  Clouds  and  darkness  veiled  the    sky      When  the  Lord  was  cru  -   ci  -   lied; 
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There  he  shed    his  pre  -  cious  blood,  That  from  sin     we  might    be 
0    such  won •  drooj,dj •  ing  love    Asks  a     sac   -  ri  -  fice   com 

l-ed      Je  -sus,  thou  art  mine,  Dwell  with  -  in     for  -  ev  -  er  - 
"It    is       fin-ished!"  was  his   cry,  When  he   bowed  his  head  and 
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0,  the  cleans  -  ing  stream  doth  flow,  And  it  wash  -  es  white  as 
Lord,  I  give  my  -  self  to  thee,  Soul  and  bod  -  y  thine  to 
Cleanse, 0  cleanse  my  heart  from  sin,  Make  and  keep  me  pure  with 
It    was     fin  -  ished  there  for     me;    All   the  world  may  now    go 
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It  was  for  me    that    Je  -  sus   died  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va 

It  was  for  me     thy  blood  was  shed  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va 

It  was  for  this    thy  blood  was  shed  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va 

It  was  for  me    that    Je-sus    died  On  the  cross  of  Cal  -  va 
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Chorus. 
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On  Cal  -  va  -  ry on  Cal  -  va  -  ry, 

On      Cal  -   va    -    ry,  on     Cal    -    va 
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T.  H. 


A  Mansion  for  Me. 

COPYRIGHT.  1914,  BY  W.  B    ROSE.  AGENT. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  O'er  my  spir  -  it   to-night  Burst-eth  vis-ions  so  bright     Of  the  home  where  the 

2.  For  my  Mas-ter    so    dear  Am     I    la-bor-ing   here?  Am  I     do-ingmy 

3.  In  those  mansions  se  -  cure  That  for  aye  shall  en-dure,  Have  I  laid  up  my 

4.  Help  me  now  to    be   true   In  each  task  that  I     do,   Keep  me  steadfast  and 
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faith-ful  shall  be;     When  the  KingonHisthrone,Totheskiesbidsthem  come, 

best    ev  -  'ry  day?. . .     Do   I  walk  in  the  light    Of  His  presence  so  bright, 

treas-ures  so  fair?...     Is  my  heart  pure  and  right  In  my  Lord's  holy  sight? 

faith-ful     to  Thee; . .   That  at  last  with  my  Lord  I  may  share  the  reward 
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Chorus. 
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Will  there  be  a  bright  mansion  for  me? 

Seek-ing  on-ly  His  will  to     o  -  bey?       Then,  0  say,  will  there  be      A  bright 

Am     I  sure  of  my   her -it -age    there? 

In  the  home  Thou  preparest  for    me. 

p*  h m     *      *       m m-^ ^v,-= ^* *— J*-  ~*~   ^~ 


m     m  h- 


ifg  v    if   ^  ih  >  n 


^  J  Jl  I   JJ 


fc^« 


J — * 


£=ir 


a_s: 


-<si— 


mansion  for  me  When  the  Lord  in  His  glo-ry    I     see?...   When  thro' in -fi-nite 
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with  rapture  I  see? 


grace  We  shall  meet  face  to  face,  Will  there  be  a  bright  mansion  for  me? 

a     man-sion  for   me? 
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l>.  P,   is. 


"Whosoever  Will." 

BY  PER    THE  JOHN  CmlRCH  CO..  OWNERS  OF  COPYRIGHT 


l\   P,  Bliss. 
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l.  "Whn-su  cv  ti  'heareth,'  shout  ,shout  themsi!  Send  the  bless  ed  ti  <iinLrs 
•j.  win.  m  <\  ■■«■!■  com-eth  Deed  Dot  de-lay,  Now  the  door  is  <>  pen, 
B   ■  \\  bo-eo  i\  er  will,"  the  prom-ise     secure,  "Who- so  -  e?  -  er  will,'-  for 
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all  the  world  around ;8frid  the  joy-ful news  wher-ev-ermaa  is  found: 
en  -  ter  while  you  may ;  Je  -  sus  is  the  true,  the  on-ly  Lhr-ingWay: 
cv  -  er  must  endure  ;"Who-so-ev-er  will, '"'tis  life  for- er-er- more: 

1  P-     fe,.   -p.    ^3. 
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"Wlm-so-ivcr  will,  may  come."  "Who-so-ev-er  will,  who-so-cv-  or  will," 
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Send  the  proc-la-ma-tion  o -  ver  vale  and  hill;   Tis   a  lov-ing  Fa-ther 
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calls    the   wan    d'rer  home :"  Who-so-  cv  -  er    will,    mav   come. 
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A.  S.  Kieffer. 
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Are  You  Ready? 
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T.  C.  O'Kane. 


1.  Should  the  Death  angel  knock  at  thy    cham-ber,   In  the  still  watch  of      to- 

2.  Ma  -  ny  sad  spir  -  its  now  are  de  -  part  -  ing    In  -  to  the  world  of     de- 

3.  Ma  -  ny  re-deemed  ones  now  are  as  -  cend  -  ing    In  -  to  the  man-sions    of 
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night,       Say,    will  your    spir  -  it    pass    in  -  to  dark-ness,  Or      to 

spair;       Ev  -  'ry    brief    mo-ment  brings  your  doom  near-er;  Sin  -  ner, 

light;        Je   -  sus     is       plead-ing   high  up     in    glo  -  ry,  Seek  -  ing 
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the  land    of     de    -    light? 
0      sin-ner,   be    -    ware!       S 
to    save  you    to    -    night. 

ay, 

are    you  read  ■ 
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O,     are  you 
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If    the  Death  an  -  gel  should     call? Say,     are  you 

should  call? 
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read  - 
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0,      are  you  read-y?    Mer  -  cy  stands  wait-ing  for      all 
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Where  Am  I  Drifting? 


V.  A.  I). 


COPYRIGHT.  189\   B1 


DAKE.      BY  PER. 


N  .  A.  Dake. 


Fit  j  j  j jm:  i  i\t,fi 


1  Dark,  dark  arc  the  wa-teri  a  -  round  me,  N"  atar  ibedi  ■ 
8  The  high-lands  of  heai  en  [*▼«  sight  -  ed,  Far  from  them  I 
:{      No  trace  can    I     tee    of  earth'a  shore-line  and    of     her 

i     The  sjmII    of     b  -  ter  -  nJ  -  ty    holds     me,     E  -  t«r   -   d!  - 
B     Back,  back  fly     the  cur-tains  of    dark  -  aesi     K<-    real  -  ini 
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beam  on  my  night;  Has  dark-ness     e-  ter- nal-ly  bound  met   I'm 

mean-tag  -  lees  roam;  Its  glo  -  ries      c-   ter  -  nal  I've alight-ed;     I'm 

joyi    or    her  cares;  A-lone      on      e  •  ter  -  ni  -  ty's  con  •  fines,  I'm 

se  -  crets  are  near;  'Tis  sin's   grav  -  i    -   ta  -  tion  con-trols    me,     I'm 

ter  -  ui  •  ty's  death:  Amid      all    that  hor-ror  of    black-neat,    A- 
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drift 
drift 
lone 
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I'm  drift-ing  from   light. 
I'm  drift-ing  from  home. 
I'm  drift-ing,  oh!   where? 
for  -  ev-er,     I       fear. 
for  -  ev-er     I      drift. 


Oil 'where  am     I    drift  -  ing?  Oh! 


where   am   I  drifting,()h!\vho  can  fore-tell  me    my  doom  ?Oh!  who  re  am  I 
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Oh! where  am  I    drift-ing?  Out  in  -  to    ecMer-ni-tyJs  glooml 
*__ ~—- — - — * — *—rJ — g-  *-  #    •  -*- 

•     0        0      0* 


m 


t   i 


££ 


z=z=zzS±*=H 


75  Sin  Can  Never  Enter  There. 

C.  W.  Naylor.  by  per.  of  b.  e.  warren,  owner.  Springfield,  o.  B.  E.  Warren. 
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1.  Heav-en      i9      a  ho-ly  place,  Filled  with    glo  -  ry  and  with  grace;  Sin  can 

2.  If        you  hope  to  dwell  at  last, When  your    life    on  earth  is  past.   In  that 

3.  You  may  live     in  sin  be-low,  Heav-en's  grace  re-fuse    to  know,  But  you 

4.  If       you  cling  to  sin  till  death, When  you  draw  your  lat-est  breath,  You  will 
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nev  -  er  en  -  ter  there;  All  with  -  in  its  gate9  are  pure,  From  de- 
home  so  bright  and  fair.  You  must  here  be  cleansed  from  sin,  Have  the 
can  not  en  -  ter  there;  It  will  stop  you  at  the  door,  Bar  you 
sink,  in  dark  de  -  spair,  To    the         re  -  gions  of     the    lost,  Thus  to 
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Chorus. 
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fllement  kept  se-cure,  Sin  can  nev  -  er  en  -  ter  there. 

life  of  Christ  with-in,  Sin  can  nev  -  er  en -ter  there.   Sin  can   nev-er 

out  for  ev  -  er-more,  Sin  can  nev  -  er  en  -  ter  there. 

prove  at  aw  -  ful  cost    Sin  can  nev-er  en -ter  there. 
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en -ter   there,   Sin    can  nev-er   en -ter  there;  So     if   at  the  judgment  bar, 
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Sin  -  ful  spots  your  soul  shall  mar,  You  can  nev  -  er       en  -  ter 
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I  .inns  Crosby. 
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Watch  and  Pray. 

COPYRIGHT.  1885.  BY  WM    J.  KiRKPATRlCK. 


Wm.  J.  kirkpatrick. 
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L Watch  and  pray,thatwfcai  the  Master  com  eth,  If  afl  morning  noon  or  night, 
•j.  Watch  ami  pray;  the  tempter  may  beneai  us;Ke<  p  the  heart  ittk  juiia 
8. Watch  ami  pray,  nor  l«*i  us  cv  -  cr  vrea  -  ry  ;  •'•  iui  ntcM  and  pray'd  alone: 
•i.  Watch  aod  pray,  nor  lean  i 
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lie  may  find   11  lamp  in  ev  - 'ry     window, Trimm'd  and  burning  clear  and  bright. 
Leal  the  door  a  moment  left  nn-guard-ed,  K-vil  thoughtamay  enter  then-. 

Pray'd  for  us  when  only  stars  be*neld  Him,  While  on  Olives  DTOW  they  sleme. 
Then  with  Him  the  marriage  feast  par-tak-ing,  We  shall  ev-er-inore  re  -  j 


Watch  and  pray the  Lord  command         •       eth;    Watch  and 

[Watch  and  pray.the  Lord  eommandeth.  Watch  and  pray, the  Lord  commandcth  ;  Watch  and 
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pray 'twill  not  be  long:  Soon  He'll  path 

pray, 'twill  not  be  long,  Watch  aod  prav, 'twill  not  b«  long  :Soon  He'll  gather  bomenis 
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er  home  His  loved  ones    Tothehappy  yale  of  aong.(of  aong.) 

loved  mh,8mi  It'lfiftavhaatlli  UndtMi  To  the  happy  vale, the  hap-pTuleof  song. 
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Alone  With  God. 


COPYRIGHT.  1904.   Br  WM    J    KIRKRATRICK 

Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 
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Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  "When  storms  of  life  are  round  me  beating-.  When  rough  the  path  that  I  have  trod. 

2.  What  tlio'  the  clouds  have  gather'd  o'er  me?  What  tho'  I  've  pass'd  beneath  the  rod  ? 

3.  'Tis  there  I  find  new  strength  for  du-ty,     As     o'er  the  sands  of  time  I  plod. 

4.  And  when  I  see  the  moment  nearing     When   I  shall  sleep  beneath  the  sod 
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With -in   my  closet  door  re  -  treat-ing,  I      love  to  be      alone  with  God. 

God's  perfect  will  there  lies  be-fore  me,  When  I  am  thus  alone  with  God. 

I        see  the  King  in  all  his  beau-ty,  While  resting  there  a-lone  with  God. 

When  time  with  me  is  dis  -  ap-pear-ing,  I    want  to  be     alone  with  God. 
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A-lone  with    God the  world  for  -  bid  -  den,   A-lone  with 

A  -  lone  with  God, 
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God, O  blest  re  -  treat!      Alone  with  God, and  in  him 

A-lone  with  God,  Alone  with  God, 
_                                              ~  _*.U_ 


hid  -  den,    To     hold    with  him 
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com-mun-ion    sweet. 
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To   hold  with  him 
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O.  B 


Sin£  Mis  Praise. 


conrntCMT.  rcoa.  by  brown  brothers. 
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! .  Forward  move,  je  s<>I-dirrs  Ofl  the     liv  -  ing  God,  Sing  His  praise, 

'_'.  Shoot  i-lood,  ft  peo-ple,  and  His  name  a -dure,  Sing  I 

.;.  Be      i  Til -lent  eolnner,  ront-ing  ey- *ry    sin,  Sing  Hie  praise, 

4.  When  the  battle's  o  -  ver  and   the  con-flict's  won,  Sing  His  prtiee, 

Sing  His  praise, 
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sing  His  praise; 
sing  His  praise; 
sing  His  praise; 
sing  His  praise; 
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Lift  the  blood-stainfd  banner  where  the  saints  have  trod, 
He  shall  gain  the  conquest, reign  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more, 

Christ,the great  Je-ho -vah,  will  be  sure  to  win, 
Sor-row  will    be  end  -  ed  and  our  joy    be  -  gun, 

sine  His  praise;        fSfchfcNlk  v  J 
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Sing  His  praise, 

Slog  His  praise 
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6ing  His  praise 
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Sing  His  praise,  sing  His 

sing  His  praise.  Sing  His  praise. 
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praise,  Let  the  glo  -  ry    in  your  soul,  sing  His  praise 

sing  His  praise, 


sing  His  praise; 
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sing  His  praise,      While  the  endless  a-ges  roll,  sing  His  pi 

Sing  His  praise.  sine  His  praise,  m  sine  His  praise. 
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When  the  Saints  Are  Marching  In. 


COPYRIGHT.  1896.  BY  J.  M.  BLACK.      USED  BY  PER. 

Katharine  E.  Purvis. 


J.  M.  Black. 


«* 


-i —  II     Is  =fe 


^rj^r^^^^~t~^^ 


£=& 


-.-£--*- 


1.  Thro' the  shining  gate,  Where  the  an -gels  wait,  When  the  saints    ...     are 

2.  Part-ed  friends  shall  meet,  On  the  golden  street,  When  the  saints    ...    are 

3.  Ev  -  Ty  tongue  and  race  Shall  extol  God's  grace,  When  the  saints    ...    are 

4.  "To    the  Lamb  once  slain,  But  who  lives  a- gain,  When  the  saints    ...    are 

When  the  saints  ar» 
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marching  in; 
marching  in; 
marching  in; 
marching  in; 


are  march  -  kig    i 


The  Redeem'd  shall  come,  And  be  crown'd  at  home, 

Spotless  robes  shall  wear,Victor's  palms  shall  bear, 

And  the  blood-wash'd  throng  Shall  re-peat  the  song, 

We    shall  of-fer  praise  Thro'  e  -  ter-nal  days, 
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When  the  saints  ....  are  marching  in.     When  the  saints  .   .  are  marching 
When  the  saints  When  the  saints 
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in,  When  the  saints  .  .    are  marching  in,  Joy-ful 

are  marching  in,  When  the  saints  are  marching  in, 
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songs  of  salvation  thro'  the  sky  shall  ring.When  the  saints  . .  are  marching  in. 

When  the  saints  marching  i 
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I  Love  to  Toll  the  Storv. 


Catiiabihi  UiNiev. 


William  G.  Fmcbbb. 
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1.  I  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry,  Of      un  -  seen  things  a  -  boTt,     Of 

'J.  1  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  More  won-  der  -  ful    it    MMM  Than 

A.  i  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry;  '  1 1|    pleasant       to     re  -  peat    What 

4.  1  love  to  tell  the  sto  -  ry,  For  tho6e  who  know  it      best    Seem 
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Je    -  sus  and   His  glo  -  ry,     Of     Je  -  sus    and  His  love.      I    love  to 

all       the  gold  -  en  fan  -  ties    Of      all    our  gold -en  dreams.  I    love  to 

seems, each  time  I  tell    it,     More  won  -  der  -  ful  -  ly  sweet.     1    lo\e  to 

hun  -  ger  -  ing  and  thirst-ing    To      hear  it  like   the    rest;  And  when,  in 
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tell  the  sto  -  ry,  Be  -  cause  I   know  'tis    true, 

tell  the  sto  -  ry,  It     did     so  much  for    me; 

tell  the  sto  -  ry,  For  some  have  nev  -  er  heard 

scenes  of  glo  -  ry,  I      sing   the   new,  new  song, 


ta 


:enes  oi   glo  -  ry,  l 

r  g  iT  J  J 


It  sat  -  is  -  fies  my 
And  that  is  just  the 
The  mes  -  sage  of  sal- 
' Twill  be    the  old,  old 
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Chords. 
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long  -  ings    As  noth  -  ing  else  can  do. 

rea   -  son     I     tell      it     now  to  thee.     I     love   to  tell  the  sto-ry,  'Twill 

va    -  tion  From  God's  own  ho  -  ly  word. 

sto    -  ry    That  I    have  loved  so  long. 
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be  my  theme  in  glo-ry,  To  tell  the  old,  old  sto  -  ry 


Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 
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Where  are  the  Reapers? 


Eben  E.  Rexford. 
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0      where  are  the  reap-ers  that    gar  -  ner      in    The  sheaves  of  the  good 
Go      out      in    the   by-ways  and  search  them  all;    The  wheat  may  be  there, 
The  fields  are     all   ripening,  and    far   and  wide  The  world  now  is  wait- 
So    come   with  your  sick -les,  ye    sons  of    men,  And  gath  -  er  to-geth- 
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from  the  fields  of     sin?  With  sick -les  of  truth  must  the  work    be    done, 

tho'  the  weeds  are   tall;  Then  search  in  the  high-way,  and  pass    none    by, 

ing    the  har- vest  tide:  But  reap-ers  are  few,  and  the  work     is    great, 

er      the  gold  -  en  grain;  Toil    on    till  the  Lord  of    the  har  -  vest  come, 
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And      no  one  may  rest  till  the  "har  -  vest   home." 

But    gath-er  from  all  for   the  home     on     high.  "Where  are  the  reapers?  0 

And  much  will  be  lost  should  the  har  -  vest    wait. 


Then  share  ye  His  joy   in    the  "har  -  vest   home." 
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will  come   And  share  in    theglo-ry    of  the  "har- vest  home?"  0 
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will  help  us      To   gar-ner    in     The  sheaves  of  good  from  the  fields  of  sin? 


82  In  the  Shadow  of  the  Rock. 
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1.  In    the  shad-ow    of    the  rock  Let   DM    rest,  let  me  rest,  When  I  feel  the 

2.  On  the  pejched  and  deeert  way,Wnere  I  tread,  where  1  tread, With  the  lurching 
;;.    I     in  peace  will  net  me  here,  Till     I    eee,   till    I  6ee  That  the  skies  a- 
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tem-pest's  shook  Thrill   my  breast;     All     in  vain  the  storm  shall  sweep.  While  I 
noon -tide  ray  O'er    my   head,      Let   me  find    a  welcome  shade,  Cool  and 
gain    are    fair  0    -    ver    me;      That  the  burning  heats  are  passed,  And  the 
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hide,  while  I  hide,  And  my  tranquil  vig  -  il  keep,  By  Thy  side. 

still,  cool  and  still, And  my  wea-ry  steps  be  stayed  Where  I   will.     In  the  shadow 

day,  and  the  day  Bids  the  trav-el-er      at  last  Go  his  way. 
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D.  S.—  In    the  shad-ow  of  the  rock  Let  me  rest. 
H P—fc-.-f^-^. .        .     ..       P 


fc*= 


':'■ 


-#— # 0- 


m  i  e:  c  ic  i: 


•p-r 


3R 


k— f- 


*: 


of    the  rock    I  will  fear  no  tempest's  shock,  In  the   shad-ow  of  the  rock 
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let    me    rest;         In   the  shadow    of  the  rock  I  will  fear  no  tempest's  shock, 
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The  Love  of  Ghrist. 


1.  When  the  martyred  One  I     see,  Think    of       all  His  love  for  me,   Love  that 

2.  Bless-ed  One,  hear  Thou  my  cry,  Weak  and  worthless, Lord, am  I;     Noth-ing 

3.  When  this  heart  is  stilled  to  rest,  When     I     rise  to  meet  the  blest,  When  a- 
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suffered  grief  and  shame,  Crown  of  thorns,  and  slandered name;See  His  tears  of 
from  thy  hand  I  claim,  No  de-fense  my  lips  can  frame. Help  me  in  Thy 
mid  the  ransomed  throng,Shall  my  voice  take  up  the    song;  Tho'   I  sing     a 
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an-guish  flow,  Shed  for  me,  those  tears, I  know;  This  must  still  my  wonder  be; 
love  to  trust,  Mer-ci-ful  and  good  and  just;  Tho'  a  won-der  still  it  be, 
Savior's  praise  Thro'  e  -  ter  -  ni-ty's  glad  days   This  shall  still  my  wonder  be, 
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That  the  Savior  died  for  me.     In  His  love,  His  precious  love,      I  am  rest  -  ing 

_                                              In  His  love,  His        precious  love,          I  am  rest  - 
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inHislove,      Precious  love  that  made  me  free;     0    the  love    of  Christ  for  me! 

ing        in  His  love.  Precious  love  that         set  me  free;  0  the  love 
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H     -      l«>lor. 


0  Sound  the  Jubilee. 


corrwcKT.  tmn.  bt  F.LLyoRE  brothers. 


J.  B.  Herbert. 
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1.  There's  a     rod      a  -  bove  the      o  -  cean,  And      a    wind     t-erOM   the 

2.0         the  might -y     Qod  h.is    s;>  >  -  ken,  For    the  chil -dren  wh>:i  H 

3.  We      will  stand     a  -  side  like   Mo  -  ses,  Wn.  n    J<-ho-vah     pass  -  es 
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wave,  And    a    path-way  thro'  the  sea,    And    a    path-way  thro'  the  sea; 
love9,  He    has  said  they  shall  be    free,     He    has  said  they  shall  be    1 
by,      And  His    glo  -  ry    we    will  see,    And    His    glo  -  ry     we  will    see; 

rm>   ki     7                    r 

*                 m       •       II 

•    '  t           L      L 

r1       r 

^.  -i                   r       y 

i'            L      ^              k      * 

k    y 

V  } 

r        L        ¥        r 

¥        k 

ff\T  i^i*  -n— r-i|— ^— j— Jl— ^±jL- *    *— ^      * 

P        P    ♦     ♦     ♦     ♦     ♦     4     ♦         J 


S  i  - 


And  a     na-tion    is     in    mo-tion  For     a  land  with-out     a    slave!   0 

Up,  0     Ja-cob!  heed  the    to-ken,  When  the  fier  -  y     pil  -  lar  m 

For  He     o  -  pens  and   He  clos  -  es  With    a  pow  -  er  great  and   high:    0 
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D.S.-For  Me  yoke    of    Rum  is    bro-ken,  And  the  peo  -  pie  thall  be    free!     0 
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sound  the  ju  -  bi-lee!     0  sound  the  ju  -  bi-lee!      Ju  -  bi-lee!    ju  -  bi-lee! 
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sound  theju  -  6z-/ee/       0  sound  the  ju  -  6i  -  he! 
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Ju  -  bi-lee!   come!     Sound  the  sil  -  ver  trum-pet,  Call  the  children  home; 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Twill  be  Glory  for  Me. 


COPYRIGHT.  1914,    BY  W    B.   ROSE.  AGENT. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


1.  'Twill  be  glo  -  ry  for    me  when  the  King  I   shall  see,  When  in  safe  -  ty  I've 

2.  'Twill  be  glo  -  ry  at  last  when  my    la-bors  are  past,  With  life's  sil-ver  cord 

3.  'Twill  be  glo  -  ry  un-told  when  the  gates  shall  un-fold  And  I  dwell  safe    at 
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crossed  death's  dark  riv  -  er;  When  redeemeclby  His  grace  I    shall  gaze  on  His  face 

loos-ened  and  bro-ken,  If  thro*  grace  I  may  stand  with  my  hand  in  His  hand, 

home  with  my    Sav-ior;  Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah!  we'll  sing,  as  we  crown  Him  our  King, 
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To    go    out  from  His  pres-ence,  no      nev  -  er. 

And  His  "well  done"  to  me  shall   be      spo  -  ken.    'Twill  be  glo- ry      by    and 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  for  -  ev  -  er  and       ev  -  er! 
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by, 'Twill  be  glo  -  ry     for    me,    yes,    glo  -  ry     for  you; 

by  and  by, 
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Christ  we  are  true  life's  whole  journey  thro',  'Twill  be  glo-ry     by     and     by 

^  glo    -    ry      by  and  by, 
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Pray  On! 


B    OLUSTEAD. 


William  li.  Olrmtcad. 
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1.  When    in    the  h.iiir   of    pain  and  grief  Our  hearts  are  lunging    for     re- lief, 
2i  'Hi"'  of!   the  wait-ing  time feeOM long, Bfl    pa-tient.  Sing  a  sweet -er  song; 
;;.  We    well  BU  claim  Hi>  prom-iM  rare, And  wait  tne  an-swer  to  our  pi 

4.  God  answers  prayer:  when  in  OUT  need  Hit  pruin-is-es     our   lips  can  plead, 
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When  prayer  seems  hindered  all  the  day,  And  we    in  weak-ness  lose  our  ■ 
God's  time,  His  way,   is      always  best,  Trust,  fully  trust,  and  leave  the  rest; 
With  thankful  hearts  we  still  can  say,  "God's  an-swer  may  be     on  the  way," 
Our  hands  reach  out     to  clasp  His  hand,Our  hearts  respond  to  His  cam-mand, 

i  i    r  i 
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What  shall  we  do  when  strength  is  gone?  Look  to  the  hillslPray  on!  Pray  on! 
His  prom-ise  stands.  Bid  doubt  be  gonelLook  to  the  hillslPray  on!  Pray  on! 
We  6hall  pre  -  vail  if  faith  is  strong; Look  to  the  hillslPray  on!  Pray  on! 
As  -  sur-ance  comes,  the  bur-den's  gone;Look  to  the  hillslPray  on!  Pray  on! 
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Chorus.     With  vigor. 


U     V     U 


For  prayer  and  faith  cannot  be   de-nied;  Je-sus  has  promised,  His  word  is  sure; 
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Look  to     the  hills!  Pray  on!  Pray  on!  Look  to   the  hills!  Pray  on!  Pray  on! 
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The  Bondage  of  Love. 


George  D.  Watson. 


Joseph  Garrison. 


ffi^^yfcg^jig 


1.  O      sweet  will  of  God!  Thou  hast  gird-ed    me  round,  Like   the  deep  mov-ing 

2.  For  years  my  will  wrest-led  with  vague  dis-  con  -tent,     That        like    a  sad 

3.  My    wild  will  was  cap-tured,  yet     un  -  der   the  yoke  There  was  pain  and  not 

4.  And  now    I  have  flung  my  -  self  reck-less  -  ly      out,    Like    a     chip  on   the 

5.  Roll  on,  checkered  seasons,  bring  smiles  or  bring  tears,     My        soul  sweet-ly 


cur  -  rents  that     gir  -  die   the 
an  -  gel    o'er -shad-owed  my 
peace,  at  the    press  of    the 
stream  of  the      In  -  fi  -  nite 
sails    on    an        in  -  fi  -  nite 

sea; 
way; 
oad, 
Will; 
tide; 

With  om  -  nip  -  o  -  tent    love    is 
God's     light  in   my     soul  with 

Till  the    glo  -  ri  -  ous     bur  -  den 
I           pass  the  rough  rocks  with 
I  shall  soon  touch  the  shores  of 
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poor  nat  -  ure  bound, 
dark-ness  was  blent, 
last  fi  -  bre  broke, 
smile  and  a  shout, 
ter  -  ni-ty's  years, 
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Chorus. 


And  this  bond-age  to  love  sets  me 
And  my  heart  ev  -  er  longed  for  an 
And  I  melt-ed  like  wax  in  the 
And  I  just  let  my  God  His  dear 
And        near  the  white  throne  of  my 


per-fect  -  ly  free, 
un-cloud-ed  day. 
fur-nace  of  God. 
pur-pose  ful  -  fill. 
Sav-ior    a  -  bide. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah! 
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hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!    my       soul 
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is      now    free! 
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For  the   pre-cious    blood  of     Je  -  sus  cleans -eth    me,    e-  ven      me. 

....   ■•-  ♦     I 


■*— P- 


£ 


£=£ 


1 b £— H 1 b ti—^1  L r * Ll — iJJ 


88 


Jesus  is  All  the  World  to  Me. 


W.L.T. 


COYPRlCiHT,   1904,   BY  WILL  I.    TMOMPSnN 
USED  BY  PER. 


Will  L.  Thompson. 


1.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me, 

2.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  ine, 

3.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me, 

4.  Je  -  sus  is  all  the  world  to  me, 


My  Ktt,  my  joy,  my     all; 

My  friend  in     tri   -  als    ^or.-; 

And  true  to  Him  I'll     be; 

I       want  DO  bet    -  tOI   friend; 
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He  is  my  strength  from  day  today,  With-out  Him  I  should  fall. 
I  go  to  Him  for  bless-ings  and  He  gives  them  o'er  and  o'er. 
Oh,  how  could  I  this  friend  de-ny,  When  He's  so  true  to  me? 
I      trust  Him  now,  I'll  trust   Him  when  Life's  fleet  -  ing  days  shall  end. 
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When    I    am  sad,  to    Hlra    I    go, 
He    sends  the  sun-shine   and  the  rain, 
Fol  -  low  -  ing  Him    I    know  I'm  ritrht , 
Beau  -  ti  -  ful  life  with  such    a  friend; 
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No  oth-er  one  can  c 

He  sends  the  har\ 
Keeping  His  cross  with 
Beau-ti  -  ful  life  that 
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gold-en  grain; 
-in  my  sight. 
has  no  end; 
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When      I       am      sad  He    makes  me     glad,  He's  my  friend. 

Sun  -  shine    and  rain,  and     gold  -  en   grain,  He's  my  friend. 

Fol    -    low  -  ing  Him,  by     day     and  night,  He's  my  friend. 

E     -     ter   -   nal  life,  e    -    ter  -   nal    joy,    He's  my  friend. 
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The  Son  of  God. 


Bp.  Reginald  Heber. 


All  Saints.  C.  M.  D. 
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Dr.  HlNRY  S.  CUTLER. 
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gain; 
grave, 
came, 
maid, 
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1.  The  Son     of  God  goes  forth   to  war,    A    king-ly  crown  to 

2.  The  mar-tyr  first, whose  ea  -  gle  eye  Could  pierce  be-yond  the 

3.  A      no  -  ble  band,  the    chos  •  en  few,   On    whom  the  Spir  -  it 

4.  A     no  -  ble    arm  -  y,    men  and  boys,  The  ma  -  tron  and  the 
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His    blood  -red  ban  -  ner  streams  a  -far:    Who  fol-lows  in    His  train? 
Who  saw     his  Mas  -  ter    in      the  sky,    And  called  on    Him    to    save: 
Twelve  valiant  saints,  their  hope  they  knew  And  mock'd  the  torch  of  flame; 
A  -  round  the  throne    of    God  re  -  joice,  In    robes    of  light  ar  -  rayed; 
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Who    best  can  drink  His  cup    of  woe,  Tri  -  umphant     o  -  ver  pain, 

Like  Him,  with  par- don  on  His  tongue, In     midst  of    mor-tal  pain, 

They  met  the  tyrant's  brandished  steel,  The  li  -  on's    go  -  ry  mane, 

They  climbed  the  steep  as-cent  of  heav'n  Thro' per-il,   toil    and  pain; 
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Who  pa  -  tient  bears  his    cross  be  -  low— He    fol  -  lows  in 

He    prayed  for  them  that    did   the  wrong; Who  fol-lows  in 

They  bowed  their  necks  the  stroke  to  feel;  Who  fol-lows  in 

0       God,    to    us    may  grace  be  given,  To      fol -low  in 


His  train. 
His  train? 
their  train? 
their  train  1] 
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Christ  is  All  the  World  to  Me. 


Arr.  by  O.  S.  W 


Arr.  by  Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  My       soul  is  DOW        Q  -    nit  -  ed        T<>    Christ  the    liv  -  ing  vine; 

2t  I          was  to  God       a  itrtO-ger,     Till      Je   -  bus  took    me  in, 

3.  Soon      as  my  all  I  vent -ured      ( m     His        ft  -  tOD  -  lug  blood, 

4.  Still   Christ  is  my  sal  -  v;i  -  tinn,  What  can        I     COT  -  et  inure? 
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His  grace      I     long     had  slight -ed,    But  now      I      feel  Him    mine. 

And  freed    my  soul    from    dan  -  ger,    And  par-doned  all  my       sin. 

His  Ho   -   ly     Spir  -  it        en-tered,  And  I      was  born  of      God. 

I  fear      no  con  -  dem  -  na-tion,     His  name  will      I  a   -  d^re. 
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Chorus. 
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Christ  is  all  the  world  to  me,  And  His  glo-ry     I    shall   see; 

He's  all  the  world  to  me,  His      glo-ry    I  shall  see: 
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And  be-fore    I'd  leave  my  Sav  -  ior, 
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I  would  lay       me      down  and    die. 

I  would  lay  me  down  and       die. 


UM 
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0  Why  Not  To-night? 


COPYRIGHT,   1895,    BY  J.   H.   HALL. 


J.  Calvin  llushby. 
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1.0        do  not  let  the  word  de-part,  And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light; 

2.  To-mor-row's  sun  may  nev-  er  rise,   To    bless  thy  long  de  -  lud  -  ed  sight; 

3.  Our  Lord  in    pit  -  y    lin-gers  still,    And  wilt  thou  thus  His  love  re-  quite? 

4.  Our  bless-ed  Lord  re  -  fus  -  e ;  none  Who  would  to  Him  their  souls  u  -  nite; 
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Poor   sin  -  ner    hard  -»en  not  your  heart,     Be    saved,     0  to  -  night. 

This     is     the     time,  oh,  then  be    wise,      Be    saved,     0  to  -  night. 

Re  -  nounce  at      once  thy  stub-born  will,       Be    saved,     0  to  -  night. 

Be  -  lieve,     o  -   bey,   the  work  is    done,     Be    saved,    0  to  -  night. 
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Chorus. 
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0    why  not  to-night?  0  why  not  to-night? 

0       why    not  to-night?  why    not   to-night?     why  not  to-night?  why  not  to-night? 
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Wilt  thou 


te     sav'd? 


Then  why 


not 


to-night? 


Wilt   thou    be    sav'd,   wilt      thou      be  sav'd?  Then   why    not,       0,   why     not     to-night? 
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W.  E.  P. 


The  Sheltering  Rock. 


FHOU      HARVEST  BELLS   BY  PE*  W  E  PENN 


W.  E.  Penn. 
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1.  There    is      a   Rock   in     a    wea  -  ry  land;    Its  shad  -  ow      falls      on  the 

2.  There  is  a  Well  in  a  d  es  -  ert  plain;  Its  wa  -  ters  call  with  en- 
.'{.  A  great  fold  stands  with  its  por-  tals  wide,  The  sheep  a  -  stray  on  the 
4.  There  is       a  cross  where  the  Sav-ior  died;    His  blood  flow'd  out        in  a 
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burn  -  ing    sand, 
treat  -  ing  strain, 
mount-ain     side; 
crim  -  son    tide, 
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Refrain. 
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seek      a    shade  in  the  wil  -  der  -  ness.    Then  why  will  ye  die? 

free  -  ly  drink,  and  thou  shalt  be  whole. "  Then  why  will  ye  die? 

search-ing  now  for  His  wan -d'ring  sheep.  Then  why  will  ye  die? 

free      to     all  who  will    en  -  ter       in.      Then  why  will  ye  die? 
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why  will  ye  die?  When  the sSelfrine Rcwk  is  so  near  by,  0  why  will  ye  die? 
why  will  ye  die?  When  the  living  Well  is  so  near  by,  (>  why  will  ye  die? 
why  will  ye  die?  When  the  Sh'j»herd"i  fold  is  so  near  by,  0  why  will  ye  die? 
why  will  ye  die?  When  the rrim-son  cross  is  so  near  by,  0  why  will  ye  die? 
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Where  is  my  Boy  To-night? 


R.  L. 


COPYRIGHT,  1877.  BY  THE  BIGLOW  &  MAIN  CO. 


Robert  Lowry. 
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1.  Where  is  my  wand'ring  boy  to-night— The  boy    of  my  tenderest  care,    The 

2.  Once  he  was  pure  as  morn-ing  dew,  As  he  knelt  at  his  moth-er's  knee;   No 

3.  0  could  I  see     you  now,  my  boy,  As       fair    as  in  old    -    en  time,  When 

4.  Go   for  my  wand'ring  boy  to-night;  Go,  search  for  him  where  you  will;     But 
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boy  that  was  once  my  joy  and  light,  The  child    of  my  love  and  prayer? 

face  was  so  bright,  no  heart  more  true,And  none  was  so  sweet  as  he. 

prat-tle  and  smile  made  home  a  joy,     And  life  was  amer-ry  chimel 

bring  him  to  me  with  all    his  blight,  And  tell  him  1  love  him  still. 


0  where  is   my  boy    to  -  night?  0  where  is   my  boy      to  -  night?    My 
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heart  o'erflows,  for  I  love  him,  he  knows;  0  where  is  my  boy     to  -  night? 
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I  Will  Guide  Thee. 


N.  N.  by  permission.  p.  p.  Bliss. 


1.  I'r.-i-ii.us prom •  Km     God  hath  gi?- en  To  the  wea-ry 

2.  When  temp-ta-  tfOM      al-inost  win  thee,  And  tliy  trust-ed 

.'{.  When  thy  ie  -  cret  hoptt  hare  per-iihad,  In  tbegrtreol 

4.  When  the  shades  of   night   are    fall-iiig,  And  the  hour  has 
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On    the  way    from    earth  to  heav-  en,  "I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 

Let  this  prom  -  ise     jing  with  -  in    thee,  "I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye." 

Let  this  prom -ise       still  be  cher-ished,  "I  will  guide  thee  with  miin- ■ 

Hear  thy  trust  -  y        Pi  -  lot  call  -  ing,  "I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye. " 
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I      will  guide  thee,      I    will  guide  thee,   I     will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye; 


On     the  way    from   earth  to  heav -en       I  will  guide  thee  with  mine  eye. 
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Capt.  J. 


Marching  On. 


COPYRIGHT.  1887.  BY  R.  E.  HUDSON. 


Capt.  Johnson. 
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1.  Mareh-ing  on     in  the   light  of  God,    March-ing  on, 

2.  March-ing  on  thro'  the  hosts  of  sin,     March-ing  on, 

3.  March-ing  on  while  the  skeptics  sneer,  March-ing  on, 

4.  March-ing  on  with  the  flag  un-furled,  March-ing  on, 
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I  am  march-ing  on; 
I  am  march-ing  on; 
I  am  march-ing  on; 
I  am  march-ing  on; 
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Up  the  path  that  the  Mas-ter  trod, 
Vict'ry's  mine,  while  I've  Christ  within, 
Per  -  feet  love  cast-eth  out  all  fear, 
Preaching  Christ  to  the  dy  -  ing  world, 
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March-ing,  march-ing 

March-ing,  march-ing 

March-ing,  march-ing 

March-ing,  march-ing 
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Chorus. 
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A  robe     of  white,  a  crown  of    gold,     A    harp,  a  home,  a  man-sion  fair, 
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A      vie  -  tor's  palm,    a    joy    un  -  told,   Are  mine  when  I     get    there. 
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Midden. 
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C.  E.  S. 


COPYHlCMT.  1900    BY  0.  W.  MYLAND. 


Celia  E.  Stanton. 
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l.  Hid  with  Christ  in  God     the  Fa-ther,  Bosk-frig  jo ji  that  in 

'_!.   Not        a  eure,  for   Je   -   sus  car-eth,  Wea  -  ry,  tru<t-iriLj  one,     for    thee; 

;;.  Bf  -  'ry  dart  that  would  do-otroj  me,  <>n  -  ly  strikes  my  hid  -  fang  tower; 

4.  0         tin*  bliss  of  sweet  -  ly  rest  -  iriLj  <>n     the  arms  of      Je   -   sus' love! 

5.  Hear-  ing  DOW  the  soft  -  est  whis-pers Of     my  pre-cious  Lord   and  King; 
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Feed  -  ing  on    the      hid  -  den  man -na,  Sat   -   is-fied,  and  lost      in    love. 
When   his  darts  the  temp  -  ter  hurl-eth,    To       thy  ref  -  uge  quick  -  ly   flee. 
And        I  rest,  un-harmed  with-in   Him,  Hid  -  den  from  the  temp-ter's  power. 
Where  all  care  and     dis  -  ap-point-ment  Ne'er  the  trust-ing  heart  can  move. 
In         the  se  -  cret      of       His  presence,  'Neath  the  shad-ow  of      Hi9  wing. 
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Un-der-neath  His  shadow  hid  -  ing,     Where  the  soul  can  know  no  harm; 

Underneath  His  shad-ow  hid-ing,  Where  the  soul  can  know  no  harm; 
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In  the    se-cret  place   a  -  bid-ing,    Sheltered  by  His  mighty  arm. 

Shel-tered  by   His  mifht-y,  mijrht-y   arm. 
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The  Midnight  Herald. 
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Mattie  H.  Leake. 
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1.  A  -  wake,  0   Zi-on,   hear    the  tidings  ring,  The  Bride-groom  is   com-ing, 

2.  Look  thou  tow'rd  the  hills,  lo!  the  morning  breaks;  The  last     call     is  sound-ing, 

3.  Dear  soul,have  thy  robes  washed  in  Je-sus' blood,  And  walk    in    the    glo  -  ry 

4.  Then  shout,  0  Zi  -  on,    lift  the  voice  and  sing,  And  go      out    to  meet  Him 
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be  -  hold  thy  King:  Then  haste  thee,  0  hast -en  thy-self       to      pre  -  pare, 
the  world   a-wakes;  Re-joice  then,   0    Zi  -  on,  the  beams  of      His    light 
of      His  blest  word;  Thy  lamps  keep  well-trimmed, and  each  day  burn  -  ing  bright, 
your  Sav-ior,  King;  When  all  things  are  read-y  He'll  come  for     His    own, 
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D.  S. —    Go     out,  meet  the  King,  0  make  haste  to        a  -  riset 
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And     go       at    the  sum-mons    to  meet  Him  in    the  air. 

Will  scat  -  ter   the  dark-ness     of  earth's  long,  weary  night.  For     lo!   "at 

The  ves  -  sels  filled  ev  -  er     with     oil    to  yield  the  light. 
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And    be     with  the  Bride-groom  and      bride      in  the  skies. 


D.S. 


midnight  a  cry"  loud  and  long  Will  ring  thro'  the  stillness  o'er  earth's  sleeping  throng; 
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B.  Atchinson. 
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Not  Half  Has  Ever  Been  Told. 

by  permission.     Otis  F.  Presbrey.  Arr.  by  Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  I  have  read 

&  I  have  read 

S.  I  ha 

4.  I  have  read 


<.f    a     beau-ti  -  ful 
<»f  bright  mansions  in 
Of  white  robes  (or  the 
of    a  Christ  so    for 


i  it    -     y,     Far   a  -  way       in     the 
Heav  -  en,  Which  the  Sav  -  (of    has 

rk'ht  -  eous,  ( >f  bright  crowns  which  the 
i.'iv    -   ing,  That  vile  sin  -  ners  inav 
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gone  to  pre 
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God; 
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how  its  walls  are  of  jas  - 
Wh^re  the  saints  who  on  earth  have  been  faith  - 
When  our  Fa  -  ther  shall  bid  them  "Come  en  - 
Peace  and  par-don  from  ev  -  'ry  trans -gres  - 
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How  its  streets 
Rest  for -ev  - 
And  my  glo  - 
If   when  ask  -  ing  they  on  -  ly 


are  all  gold  -  en 
er  with  Christ  o  - 
■  ter-nal 
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broad,  In  the  midst  of  the 
there;  There  no  sin  ev  -  er 
share; "How  the  right-  eous  are 
lieve.      I    have  read    how  He'll 
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streets  is  life's  riv  -  er,  Clear  as  crys-tal  and  pure  to  be    -    hold; 

en  -  ters,  nor  sor  -  row,  The  in  -  hab  -  i-tants  nev-er  grow    old; 

ev  -  er  more  bless-ed  As  they  walk  thro'  the  streets  of  pure  gold; 

guide  and  pro-tect  us,  If    for   safe -ty  we  en-ter   His       fold: 
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half 
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of  that  city's  bright  glo   -  ry      To  mor-tals  has  ev-er  been  told, 

of  the  joys  that  a  -  wait    them  To  mor-tals  has  ev-er  been  told, 

of  the  won-der-ful    sto    -    ry      To  mor-tals  has  ev-er  been  told, 

of  His  goodness  and  mer  -  cy      To  mor-tals  has  ev -er  been  told. 
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Refrain. 


Not  Half  Mas  Ever  Been  Told. 
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Not  half  ha9  ev-er  been  told;       Not  half    has  ev-er     been    told;       Not 

been  told;  been  told; 
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half  of  that  cit-y's  bright  glo   -  ry     To  mor-tals  has  ev  -  er  been    told. 
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Jesus  Now  is  Galling. 
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R.  E.  Hudson. 
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1.  Come,  ye    wea  -  ry     and    op-prest,  Je  -  sus  now  is  call  -  ing  you; 

2.  Tho'  your  sins  like  mount-ains  rise,  Je  -  sus  now  is  call  -  ing  you; 

3.  Tho'  your  sins  like    scar-let    be,  Je  -  sus  now  is  call  -  ing  you; 

4.  Come,  ye  wan-d'rers  from  the  fold,  Je  -  sus  now  is  call  -  ing  you; 
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Come,  and    He    will  give     you    rest, 

He       has  made  the  sac  -  ri  -  fice, 

From  them  all    He'll  set     you    free, 

For    His    love    can  ne'er    be      told, 
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For  He  bids   you   come. 

And  He  bids    you    come. 

Still  He  bids    you    come. 

And  He  bids   you    come. 
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D.S.-Zc  -  sus    now     is       call  •  ing    you,         Call  •  ing      you     to    come. 
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Je  -  sus  now    is      call  -  ing,  call  -  ing,  call  -  ing, 

call-ing,  call-ing,  call  -  ing. 
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The  Pearly  White  Git\. 


Moderato. 


:  ui  per. 


Arthur  P.  Inkier. 
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1.  There's  a   bo-ry  and  beau-ti-ful  cit-y,    Who^ebuild-erandrul-er  is     God; 

2,  N"  sin  is  al-low.din  thauit  -  y,       And  noth-ing  de-fil-ing  nor  mean; 
9,  n  •  beart-ai -in-s  tre known  in  that  t-it  -  y,      No  tears  e?-er  moisten  the  eye; 
4.  My       lofed  ones  are  githfsing  yon-der,    My  friends, to. i. are  passing  an 
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John  saw    it  de-scend-ing  from  heav-en,  When  Pat-mos,  in  ex-ile,  he 
No    pain  and  no  sick-ness  can    en  -  ter,   No  crape  on  the  door-knob  is 
There's  no  dis-ap-point-ment  in  heav-en,    No       en-vy  and  strife  in  the 
And  soon  I  shall  join  their  bright  number,  And    dwell  in    e  -  ter-ni-ty's 
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trod; 
seen; 
sky; 
day; 
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Its  high,  massive  wall  is  of  jas  -  per,  The  cit-y  it  -  self  is  pure  gold; 
Earth's  sorrows  and  cares  are  for  -got  -  ten,  No  tempter  is  there  to  an-noy; 
The  saints  are  all  sane  -ti-fled  whol  -  ly,  They  live  in  sweet  harmony  there; 
They're  safe  now  in  glo-ry  with    Je  -  sus,    Their  tri-als  and  bat-ties  are   past; 
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And  when  my  frail  tent  here  is  fold-ed,  Mine  eyes  shall  its  glo-ry  be  -  hold. 
No  part-ing  words  ever  are  spo-ken,  There's  nothing  to  hurt  or  de  -  Stroy. 
My  heart  is  now  set  on  that  cit  -  y.  And  some  day  its  blessings  I'll  share. 
Thev    o-ver-came  sin  and  the  temp-ter,  They've  reach'd  that  fair  citv  at   last. 
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The  Pearly  White  Gity. 


Eli  w  rfl.       #w* 


In  that  bright  city,    pearly  white  city,      I  have  amansion,a  harp, and  a  crown; 
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Now  I  am  watching.waiting,and  longing,For  the  white  city  that's  soon  coming  down. 
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Rock  of  A&es. 


A.   If.   TOPLADV. 
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1.  Kock  of      A   -  ges,  cleft  for    me,     Let     me    hide  my -self  in    Thee; 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -  er    flow,  Could  my    zeal   no   Ian  guor  know, 

3.  While  I     draw  this    fleeting  breath,  When  my   eyes  shall  close  in    death, 
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Xet     the    wa  -  ter   and   the  blood,  From  Thy  wound -ed    side  that  flowed, 

These  for    sin    could  not     a  -  tone;  Thou  must  save,   and  Thou  a  -  lone; 

When  I      rise     to  worlds  unknown,  And     be  -  hold   Thee  on    Thy  throne, 
1       m        ~.      -      +       -       so        -*•       m        ~.       -      -P-       -       s? 
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Be     of      sin      the    dou  -  ble   cure,  Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 

In      my  hand    no   price    I     bring.  Sim  -  ply     to      Thy  cross   I    cling. 

Rock  of     A  -   ges,  cleft  for     me,     Let    me    hide    my  -  self    in   Thee. 
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Now  is  the  Time  to  Get  Ready. 


Mn.  C.  M.  M. 


Solo. 

conrmoMT.  «M  by  j.  y  mahkis. 


Mrs.  C.  M.  Morris. 
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1.  We   IT!   ne:ir-ing    e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty's  side    of    the  grave.  And     time   is  swift 

2.  In     the   day     of  ilia  wrath  and  His  pow'r  who  shall  btand. When  the  thun<: 

'A.  When  the  Shepherd  the  sheep  from  the  goats  shall  divid. .  .:  from  the 

4.  Sin  -  ner  turn   to   the  Sav-ior,  the   bet  -  t  r  part  choose,  Ac  -oept  His  sal- 
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pass-ing   a  -   way;    Soon  the  years  of  pro- ba- tion  for    us    will  be  gone, 
judgment  ap  -  pall?   When  the  heav'n's  as  a  scroll  shall  to-gath-er  be  rolled? 
tares  sep-  a  -  rate,  When  the  books  shall  be  o-pened  and  all  shall  ap-pear, 
va  -  tion   so     free;  That   the  judgment  for  thee,  all   its    ter-rorshal. 
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Fast  hasteneth  the  great  judgment  day. 

When  rocks  and  when  mountains  shall  fall. And  now  is  the  time  to   get  rsad-y, 
The   dead  shall  a-rise,  small  and  great. 
Thy    Sav-ior  thy  judge  too  shall  be. 
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And  now  is  the   time  to  get  read-y,  'Tis    com-ing, 'tis  com-ing  the 
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great  judgment  day,  And  now   is  the   time   to  get  read- v;      'Ti>   com-ing, 'tis 
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Now  is  the  Time  to  Get  Ready. 


um^mmmm 


£SE 


com-  :ng  the  great  judgment  day,  And  now    is  the  time  to  get  read  -  y. 
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He  Took  Away  My  Heart  of  Stone. 

Duet. 
Lewis  Edgar.  copyright.  1904.  by  j.  m.  harris.  L.  E.  Jones. 
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1.  0  wondrous  Christ,  0  bless-ed  Lord,  Who  hath  to     me     His  mer-cy  shown, 

2.  For  ev  -  'ry    need  He  doth  pro-vide,  A     love  like  His  no  heart  hath  known, 

3.  He  called  me  gen  -  tly  o'er  and  o'er,  My    life     at    last    be-came  His  own, 
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He  bade  me  come  with  gen-tle  word,  Then  took  a  -  way  my  heart  of  stone. 
He  drew  me  close  -  ly  to  His  side,  And  took  a  -  way  my  heart  of  stone. 
0  bless  His  name    for-  ev-  er-more,  He     took  a  -  way     my  heart  of  stone. 
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Chorus. 
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He  took  a-way        my  heart  of  stone,      I  am  the  Lord's  and  His  a-lone; 

He  took  a -way       my       heart  of  stone,  I  am  the  Lord's  and      His  a-lone; 
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He  gave  me  peace  and  per  -  feet  rest,    He  folds  me  close   -  ly  to    His  breast. 

He  gave  me  peace     and       perfect  rest.       He    folds  me  closely 
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Blessed  Be  the  Fountain. 


E.  R.  Latta. 
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1.   Blett-ed    be  the  Fomit-tin  Of  blood,  To     a  world  of  sin -ners  re-vealed; 

l'.  Tbora-y  was  the  crown  that  He  wore,  Andthecroai  Hi>  bod-y   o'er-came: 

'A.   Pa  -  ther,  1  have  wandered  from  Thee,Oft-en    Oil  my  In  art  ^one  a  -  stray; 
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Bless  -  ed  be  the  dear  Son  of  God; 
GhrieTOOl  were  the  sor-rows  He  bore, 
Crim-SOll  do     my  sins  seem  to     me: 


I    i 

On  -  ly      by  His  stripes  are  we  healed. 
But    He   suf-fered  thus  not   in   vain. 
Wa  -  ter  can-not  wash  them  a  -  way. 


Tho'  I've  wander'd  far  from  His  fold,  Bring-ing  to  my  heart  pain  and  woe, 
May  1  to  that  Fountain  be  led,  Made  to  cleanse  my  sins  here  be  -  low; 
Je  -  sus,  to  that  Fountain  of  Thine,   Lean-ing  on  Thy  prom-ise,  I      go; 
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Wash  me  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  And 
Wash  me  in  the  blood  that  He  shed,  And 
Cleanse  me  by  Thy  wash-ing  di-vine,     And 
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I  shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow. 
I  shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow. 
I   shall  be  whit  -  er  than  snow. 


Blessed  Be  the  Fountain. 


P\ 


now;  Wash  me  in  the  blood  of  th< 

iit-er  than  the  snow,  the  snow; 


*    *~~f     P  i       '   X         U    ^    p     p  b 

Whit         -         er  than  the  snow;  Wash  me  in  the  blood  of  the 

Whit-er  than  the  snow,  whit-er  than  the  snow,  the  snow; 
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Lamb, And    I    shall  be  whit  -  er     than  snow. 

Lamb,     of         the  Lamb,  than    snow, 
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b      P   I       I 
Gleansin*  in  the  Blood. 


5EK 


Susie  L.  Warner. 


COPYRIGHT.  1914.   BY  DAVID  S.  WARNER. 


David  S.  Warner. 
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1.  0    that  I  now  might  know  Thy  love,  The  rich-es  of    Thy  grace  so  free; 

2.  0  cleanse  me  from  the  car-nal  mind,  And  grant  that  I   may  vie -tor  be; 

3.  The  world  I  now  for  -  ev  -  er  leave,  And  con-se-crate  my-self    to  Thee; 

4.  No  more  I  strug-gle  with  my  sin;    No  more  am    I    by    Sa-tan  bound; 

5.  I'll  give  the  glo  -  ry,  Lord,  to  Thee,  And  ev  -  er-more  Thy  prais-es  sound; 


'm 


That  I  with  all  Thy  saints  might  prove,  There's  cleansing  in  the  blood  for  me. 
And  help  me  now,    0  Lord,  to  find  There's  cleansing  in  the  blood   forme. 
I    come  in  faith,   for      I      believe  There's  cleansing  in  the  blood    forme. 
No  more  doth  e  -  vil  reign  with-in,    For  cleans-ing  in  the  blood  I've  found. 
For  grace  and  power  and  vic-to  -  ry      And  cleans-ing  in  the  blood  a  -  bound. 

PK^Ft^je  IE    FT r^^§=£=£ 
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D.S.-Just  now  I  claim 


Chorus. 


Ff 


the  promise  mine,  There's  cleansing  in  the  blood  for  me, 
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There's  cleans  -  ing     in     the  blood,  There's  cleans-ing 
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blood; 
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hculah. 


A  Song  of  Trust. 

WORDS  USED  BY  PER.  OF  JOHN  J.  HOOD. 
COPYRIGHT.  1886    BT  R.   R.  MC  CUBE 


J.  M.  Whyte. 
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■     i  Qod        has     giv 

'  \  And          I      sing 

n    (0             1      sing 
*  I  Where  the       ra  - 
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me      a       song,      A      long   oi      trod 

all      day       lung,     Foi      HOg       I       hum;  J 

on      tin*      nmunt  -ain,     In        the      light,  1 
of      God's   sun  -  shine   Makes  all    bright;! 
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(Ev    -    'ry  hour    it  sweet-er  grows,  \     Just  howrest-ful 

(  Keeps  my  soul    in  blest  re  -    pose;   j 

(  All 

\  Heav'n-ly  land  seems  ver  -  y  near 


•   }     And     I      al-most    do     ap- 
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knows, But  those  who  trust,   But  those  who  trust.      I     sing 
pear    To  walk    by    sight,     To    walk  by    sight. 


I        -in? 


' 


i 


■•> 


i 


.:*.• 


song,  a    song 

sonf       of       trust. 


of   trust, 

sing        a      song         of 


trust. 


For     sing  I 


must:  And  soon     I'll    stand    at      Thy    right  hand,    My       Sav  -  ior 

tin 
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A  Son&  of  Trust. 
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dear,   my     ran  -  som  price,  And    sing  the    song  of       Par  -  a    -    dise. 

the   song  of   Par  -  a  -  dise. 
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Room  at  the  Gross. 


tJ 


W.  B.  B. 
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W.  B.  Blake. 
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1.  Room  at  the  Cross  for     a      trembling  soul,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you; 

2.  Room  at  the  Cross  for     a      breaking  heart,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you; 

3.  Room  at  the  Cross  for  earth's  sad  and  worn,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you; 
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Where  the  sin  -  la  -  den  may  be  made  whole,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you. 
Choose,  then,  like  Ma  -  ry,  the  bet  -  ter  part,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you. 
Come,  then,  to    Je  -  sus,  ye  souls  who  mourn,  Room  at  the  Cross  for  you. 
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Chpkus. 
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room  at    the  Cross,       Room  at    the  Cross    for 


Room 


you; 
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room,    room  at    the  Cross,      Room  at    the  Cross    for     you. 


Room 

uf  ft  r 


E     x     E     U 


-» # 0 r~ 

4>  '■  r> 


fee 


108 

Mn.  C.   H.  M. 


Launch  Out 


COnfHCMT.  1*4    BY  W.  B.  BOS 


Mrs.  C.   H.    Morris. 
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1.  Chri>t  etled  to    thfl    lish  -  «-r  -  men  dwwn  bf     the    s<-a,    And  taught  them  this 

-inking    in      sin    by    yniir  side,  •?  -  NMBOf*,  Yuiir  friends  and  JOOff 
...   I    r    tli-v  that    b«  -ter     di  -  vine,  Shall    be     as     the 
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mes-sage  so  plain;  I.  ..-.  ■■  all  that  thou  hast  and  henceforth fol-low  me,  And 
kin-dred  are  they;  Then  thruw  out  the  life-net  and  pull  for  the  shore  And 
tinn  -  a-ment     bright,  And  they  that  turn  ma-ny     to  righteousness  shine  F'T- 
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thuu  shalt  be  fish-ers    of    i 
win  them  for  Je-sus    to-( 
ev  -  er     as  stars  in   the  ni 

•  ;     ,    9—9-^—9-9 

nen,  And    t 
lay,  And     \ 
ght,  For  - 
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tiou  shalt  be     fish  -  ers     of 
vin  them  for     Je  -  sus    to  - 
ev  -  er     as   stars    in    the 
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day. 
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Chorus.     I'nison, 
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Launch     out  in -to  the  deep,      Let  down  your  nets  a  -  gain, 
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in  -  to  the  da  p,        Ye  shall  be  tish-ers   of    men; 
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Launch  Out. 
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All  niizht  ye  nothing  have  tak 
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en, 
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Fruitless  your  toiling  has  been; 
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Launch     out,       launch      out, 


Let  down  your  nets       a 
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■    gain. 
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Rev.  Johnson  Oatman,  Jr. 


Now  I'm  Coming  Home. 


^ 


BY  PERMISSION. 


Geo.  C.  Hugg. 


1.  Long  I  have  wan-dered  a  -  way  from  my  Lord,  Now  I 

2.  Tired  of  the  world  with  its  fol  -  ly    and  sin,     Now  I 

3.  Knowing  my  Sav-iour  can  give  me    His  rest,    Now  I 

4.  Hum-bly  I  crave  but    a  poor  servant's  place,  Now  I 

5.  0    bless  the  Lord,  my  dear  Sav-ior     I  see,     Now  I 


vr 

am  com-ing  home; 
am  com-ing  home; 
am  com-ing  home; 
am  com-ing  home; 
am  com-ing  home; 
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Long-ing    to  be     to  His    fa  -  vor  re-stored,  Now    ] 


am  com-iDg  home. 


Know-ing  the  Sav  -  ior  will  wel- come  me   in,   Now  I  am  com-ing  home 

Long-ing    to  an-chormy  soul  on  His  breast,  Now  I  am  com-ing  home. 

On  -  ly     de-sir-ing    to  taste  of  His  grace.  Now  I  am  com-ing  home. 

Wait-ing    towel-come  a     sin  -  ner  like  me,  Now  I  am  com-ing  home. 
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Chorus. 
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Yes,  I  am  com-ing,  Savior,  I'm  comingjJost  now  I'm  coming  home;  ing  home. 
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Make  My  Life  Gount  for  Thee. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


COPYRIGHT,    1008,   Br   W     B     ROSE,   AGENT 


te^um  J  M 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.   Makeme    a  bless-iiiL'.  deal  Bftf  -  ior,     I      pray,  Help-ing  souls  struggling  up 
li.  Kead-y     to  IMWh  OOt    a  strong,  help-ing  hand,  Cue-ing  some  | r  weaker 

3.  Tell- ing  the    stu-ry     of  Christ  ami    Ili>    loft,  Pofflt-iog  the  way  to      the 

4.  Head  -  v  when-ev  -  er  Thou  bid  -  dest   me     g«»,    FuU'wini:  wner-ev-tr    Thou 

I 


\mkklt}  1  i  \i  t-f-nf-f-ri^ 


ir*^ 1  f  f  f  f  rtt^t 
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life's  wear -y    way;  Let    me    not    live     in    vain   one  sin  -  gle    day, 

broth-er     to  stand,  Bring-ing  some  sink  -  ing  ones  safe  -  ly     to    land, 

man-sions    a  -  bove,  Bid -ding    lost    sin  -  ners  Thy  faith-ful  -  ness  prove, 

lead -est    be-  low,  Will-  ing  what  -  ev  -  er  Thou'dst  have  me  to    do, 
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er  -  y   day 
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Make  my  life  count  for    Thee. 


Ev      -      - 

Ev  -  er  -  y    day. 
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ev  -  er  -   y    day, 
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all     .     .      .of  the  way,     .      .  Make    me    a  bless     -       ing,  dear 

all    of      the  way,  all     of    the  way.  Make        me.  oh,  make  me     a  bless  -  ing. 
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Sav  -  ior,      I      pray;     .      .         Ev       -       -    er  -  y      day, 

Sav    -    ior.      dear  Sav -ior.    I     pray:        Ev  -  er  -  y      day.  ev  -  er  -  y    day. 
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Make  My  Life  Gount  for  Thee. 
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all    .     .    of  the  way,  .  .       Make  my  life  count        for        Thee.     . 

alloftheway,  all  of  the  way.       Make   my  life,  make  my  life  count  for  Thee(  for  Thee). 
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London  Hymn  Book. 


My  Jesus,  I  Love  Thee. 


A.  J.  Gordon. 
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1.  My    Je  -  sus,   I      love  Thee,  I  know  Thou  art  mine;   For  Thee    all  the 

2.  I      love  Thee,  be- cause  Thou  hast  first  lov  -  ed    me,    And  pur-chased  my 

3.  In    man-sions  of     glo  -  ry    and  end -less   de- light,   I'll     ev  -  er     a- 
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fol  -  lies  of  sin  I  re-sign;  My  gra-ciousRe  -  deem-er,  my 
par  -  don  on  Cal  -  va-ry'stree;  I  love  Thee  for  wear-ing  the 
dore    Thee    in    heav  -  en    so  bright;  I'll  sing    with  the     glit  -  ter-ing 
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Sav-ior  art  Thou;  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 
thorns  on  Thy  brow;  If  ev  -  er  I  loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 
crown  on  my  brow,    If    ev  -    er     I    loved  Thee,  my  Je  -  sus, 'tis  now. 
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WWmmT.  Ho^ue 


Rise.  Rise,  My  Soul 

COPTRlGt 


COPYRIGHT    19-4    Br  W    B    RCV 


Fannie  Kirdsall  BuU. 


1.  Bbe,  rise,  ray  soul,     in      loft   -    y     ad    -    o - 

2.  Bring  thou  in  Iota    thy    trio  -  ute    of     de  - 

3.  Vic  thou,  my  soul,  with  Heav'n's  cher-ii  -  bic 
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And    with 
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ea  -  gle       in       hi9    loft 
in  -  cense    fra  -  grant,  pure 
ser  -  aphs  bright    be  -  fore 
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and 
His 


flight,  Mount  to 
sweet;  Moved  by 
throne;   Vie       with 


His  throne  in 
the  pow'r  of 
the  hosts       of 


rapt-urous  con-tem-pla-tion,  Who  dwells  for  aye 
rapt-ur-ous  e  -  rao-tion,  Bring  prais-es  for 
those  su- per  -  nal    re-gions  In     loft  -  y  hymns 
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in    realms    of  cloud  -  less 
the    King     of    glo  -  ry 
to    make    His    glo  -  ry 
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tight)      Far,      far         a  -  bove      the 

meet,     Thou  whom,     by     sin  brought 
known,  Weak    though  thou  art,      and 
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of  earth    as  -  cend  -  ing, 
der    con-dem-na  -  tion, 
-  y    tho'  their  sta  -  tions, 
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Fall 
He 

Thou 
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at'  His  feet  and  wor- ship  and  a- 
hath  re-deemed  thro'  His  a-bound-ing 
hast    a  song    that    an -gels  may  not 
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ring; 


n  it h  ser-aphs  bright     up- 
Land  Him  for  aye      who 

l.v   Christ  re-deemed,  who 


i 


& 

*      0 


•  ^ 


=t£ 


* 


*=■= 


Rise,  Rise,  My  Soul. 


HiJytrf'Mi. 
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on  their  Lord  at-tend-ing,  Laud  thou  Je  -  ho-vah,  blest  for-ev  -  er  -  more, 
wro't  out  thy  sal-va-tion;    Lift  to  His  throne  un-ceas-ing  songs    of    praise, 
died  for  all     the  na-tions,  Lift  thy  "new  song"  and  make  His  praises    ring. 
K     -0-     *'*--+-        -0-    -0--    -0-  -#-•   -#-  -#■•   -#-       m 
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L.  O.  Brown. 


PeaGe  in  Serving  Jesus. 


COPYRIGHT.  1901.  BY  BROWN  BROTHERS. 


firm  i J/4j4r i .mi  .j^ 


D.  G.  Bacon. 

I 


1.  There's  a  peace     in  serv-ing  Je-sus,   More  than  pen      or  tongue  can  tell, 

2.  There's  a    joy       in  serv-ing  Je-sus;      I     can  feel       it     in  my    soul; 

3.  There's.a  rest       in  serv-ing  Je-sus,  Corn-fort,  strength  and  pow'r  di-vine, 
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Which  gives  grace  and  un-der  -  stand-ing  One  can  neith-er  buy  nor  sell. 
With  His  flow  of  con-stant  bless-ings,  He  has  won  my  full  con  -  trol. 
Giv  -  en    free-  ly    by  the    Mas-ter:    Wilt  thou  make  this  Je-sus    thine? 
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Wilt  thou  have 
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this  pre-cious  Jesus?  Wouldst  thou  know  this  Prince  of  peace? 
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en,  He    is     near  thee;  Let  Him  bid  thy  storm  to    cease. 
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Riv.  II.  J.  Zellby. 

Chn.  by  J  I.   UG 


He  Brought  Me  Out. 

copt^  moub. 

Psalm  40:  i-j. 
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1.  My  ln-art  \\  usdi-tr<'-sed 'nrath  Jehovah'sdreadfrown,  And  low  in  the 

2.  Heplacedino  op -on    thestrongBookby hii Bide,  My  ntepswerees- 

3.  lie  gave   me   a  BODg,  'twas  a     newsongof  prai-e,  By     day  and  by 

4.1*11  ling  of  hli  won-der-fol   mer-cy  to  mo,  1*11  pnlie  him  till 
6.  I'll    tell  of  the  pit,  with  its  gloom  and  despair,  I'll  praise  the  dear 
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pit  where  my  sinsdragg'dmedown ;  I 

tablished  and  here  I'll     a-bide;    No    dan-ger  of    fall 


cried  to  the  Lord  from  the 
ing  while 
night  its  sweet  notes  I  will  raise;  My  heart's lov-er  -  flow-ing,  I'm 
all    men  his  good-ness  shall  see;  I'll    sing    of    sal  -  va-tion     at 
Fa-ther,  who  answered  my  prayer;  I'll  sing  my  new  song,  the  glad 
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deep,  rnir-y  clay,  "VYho     ten -der-ly  bro'tmeout  to    gold-en  day. 
here    I     remain,  But    stand  by  his  grace  until  the  crown  I    gain. 
hap  -  py  and  free,  I'll    praise  my  Redeemer,  who  has  rescued  me. 
home  and  abroad,  Till      ma  -  ny  shall  hear  the  truth  and  trust  in  God. 
sto  -  ry   of  love,  Then  join     in  the  chorus  with  the  saints  a-bove. 
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He  bro'tmeout  of  the  mir-y  clay,  He  set  my  feet  on  the  Rock  to  stay ; 
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Me  Brought  Me  Out. 
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He  puts  a  song  in  my  soul  to  -  day.     A  song  of  praise,  hal-le  -  Iu  -  jab. 
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Does  Jesus  Gare? 


Rev.  Frank  E.  Graeff.     copyright,  1901-1908.  by  hall-mack  co. 


J.  Lincoln  Hall. 
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3, 

1.  Does  Je-sus  care  when  my  heart  is  pain'd  Too  deep-ly  for  mirth  or       song, 

2.  Does  Je-sus  care  when  my  way  is  dark  With  a  name-less  dread  and     fear? 

3.  Does  Je-sus  care  when  I've  saidj3ood-bje!  To  the  dearest  on  earth  to       me, 
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As  the  burdens  press,  And  the  cares  distress,  And  the  way  grows  weary  and  long? 

As  the  day-light  fades  In-to  deep  night  shades,Does  He  care  enough  to  be  near? 

And  my  sad  heart  aches  Till  it  near-ly  breaksrlsthis  anght  to  Him?-Does  He  see? 
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0    yes,  He  cares,  I  know  He  cares; His  heart  is  touch'd  with  my  grief; 

my  grief: 
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When  the  days  are  weary, The  long  nights  dreary , I  know  my  Sav  -  ior  cares. 

He  cares. 
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Gathered  to  Hear  of  the  Savicr. 


Vivian   A.   Dakr. 


tOROiCOfr  -rv*  oake.     Ait.  by  Fannie  Birdsall. 
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We  baTegatfa    i  beef    of     ■     Sai  lour,     of       In  -  ii  •  mte 

oh.  bow iwif I  -  ly    the  I  ily-iui;,    I  rn  to 

■    mo  -  nenl  it   «  d  theee 

once     a  -  gain  there'll  be  i  iiidpart*lng;WhenweBtandat    the 

O      ye  sainti    of  theLord,ahouU  ■!  For  your  feareai 
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mer-cy  and  love;  But  this  d  • 

Jesus  and  live;    If    you  g<>    to     the  judg-ment  a 

fa-  ces  to  night;  You  wfl]  meet  them  a-  gain  at    the  judg-ment;Are  yon 

judgment  throne;  Will  you  join  in  the  greet-i: ..  Or   shall 

sorrows  are  o'er,  Yon  are  read  -  y     to  meet  at  the  judgment, Or    to 
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meet  that  dear  Saviour     a  DOl 
cuse  to  your  Lord  can  yon  give? 
read  •  y     to  meet  judgment  I  - 

Je  -  sus  for  -  ev  -  er    dis  -  own? 
meet  here  be  -  low  nev  -  er  -  more. 


Parting  to  meet  again  at  the  judgment ! 

Ready  tomeet  again  at  the  judgment! 
#    »    » — *'_f_* — 0-*-* 
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Parting  to  meet  no  more  here 
Read  y    to  meet  no  more  hen 
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be  -  low ; 
be  -  low; 
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Oh,  how  sad     the  thought  to 
Oh,  how  glad  the  thought  to 
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Gathered  to  Hear  of  the  Savior. 
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thee,  trav-'ler 
thee,  trav-'ler 
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e-ter-ni-ty,   Part-ing  to  meet  a  -  gain    at 
e-ter-ni-ty,    Read-y    to  meet  a  -  gain    at 
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the  judgment, 
the  judgment. 
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God  Will  Take  Gare  of  You. 


Mrs.  C.  D.  Martin.       copyright,  1906.  by  john  a.  davis.     by  per.        W.  Stillman  Martin. 


1.  Be  not   dis-mayed  what-e'er  be  -  tide, 

2.  Thro'  days  of  toil  when  heart  doth  fail, 

3.  All  you  may  need  he    will     pro -vide, 

4.  No  mat-ter    what  may  be     the  test, 
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God  will  take  care 
God  will  take  care 
God  will  take  care 
God  will  take  care 


of  you; 

of  you; 

of  you; 

of  you; 
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Be  -  neath  his   wings  of    love 
When  dan-gers  fierce  your  path 
Noth-ing  you    ask    will  be 
Lean,  wea-ry     one,  up  -  on 


de 
his 


bide, 
-  sail, 
■  nied, 
breast; 
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God  will 
God  will 
God  will 
God  will 


take  care 
take  care 
take  care 
take  care 


of  you. 

of  yon. 

of  you. 

of  you. 
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God 
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will     take  care     of   you,     Thro'  ev  -  'ry  day,    O'er    all   the  way; 
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will    take     care   of  you,     God  will  take  care  of     you. 

take     care     of    you. 
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118        Changed  in  the  Twinkling  of  an  Dye. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby, 

-J- 


COPYRIGHT.  1B96    BT  WM    J    K.RKPATRlCK.  Wm.  J.    KlRKPATRICK. 
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1.  When  the  trump  of  the  great  arch-an-gel  Its  might-y  tones  shall  sound,  And,  the 

2.  WhflO  hr  ciiinrs  in  thutluuils  descending,  Andtliey  who  lov'd  him  here, From  their 

3.  0       the  seed  that  was  sown  in  weak-ness  Shall  then  be  rais'd  in  pow'r,  And  the 


end  of  the  world  pro-claim-ing,  Shall  pierce  the  depths  pro-found,  When  the  Son  of 
graves  shall  a-wake  and  praise  him  With  joy  and  not  with  fear,  When  the  bod  -  y 
songs  of  theblood-bo't   millions  Shall  hail  that  bliss-ful  hour,  When  we  gath-  er 


i 


V— P-4- 


1 — i— r 


5=fe 


V— P- 


S=fE* 


S»^ 


*   * 


g^S 


3 


?: 


fc=fc 


5:  J 


man  shall  come  in  his  glo  -  ry  With  aTl  the  saints  on  high,  What  a  shout-ing 
and  the  soul  are  u  -  ni-  ted,  And  cloth'dno  more  to  die,  What  a  shout-ing 
safe  -  ly  home  in  the  morning,  And  night's  dark  shadows  fly,   What  a  shout-ing 
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in  the  skies  from  the  mul-titudes  that  rise,  Chang'd  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
there  will  be  when  each  oth-er's  face  we  see, Chang'd  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
on  the  shore  when  we  meet  to  part  no  more, Chang'd  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye. 
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Chang'd  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye, Chang'd  in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye; 

Chang.d,       chang'd       in    the  twinkling  of  an  ere,  Chang'd,  chang'd 
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in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye; 
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Ghanged  in  the  Twinkling  of  an  Eye. 
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The  trumpet  shall  sound,  the  dead  shall  be  raised,  Chang'd  in  the  twinkling  of  an   eye. 

in  the  twinkling  of  an  eye 
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Shout  the  Victory 


1.  Who-so  -  ev  -  er  will  says  Je  -  sus,  Call    up-on  the  Sav-ior's  name, 

and  trust  Him, 

2.  Have  you  let  the  lives  of  oth-ers,  Fill  your  heart  with  doubt  and  fear, 

of    men. 

3.  Do     you  feel  the  Spirit's  pow-er,    Is   your  heart  aglow  with  love; 

made  perfect; 

4.  When  you  give  your  all  to  Je- sus,   He   will  come  and  sane  -  ti  -  Iy; 

you     wholly: 
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Thro'  His  cleansing  blood  finds  vie  -  t'ry,  0  -  ver  sin   and    all   it's  shame. 

If        you  look  a  -  way    to      Je  -  sus,    All    but  Him  will  dis  -  ap  -pear. 
Go      then  see  your  wayward  broth  -  er,    Tell  him  of    the  peace  of  God. 

Lead  you  step  by  step  to     glo  -  ry,  Where  you'll  reign  with  Him  on  high. 
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Chorus. 
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Then  shout  the  victory,  shout  the  victory, Praise  the  name  of  Him  who  saves, 

Then  shout,6hout  the  victory, shout, shout  the  victory,  saves  and  keeps. 


en  snout,6nouti 
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saves  anu  Keep 
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Then  shout    the  vic-to-ry, shout    the  victory,  Tell  the  world  that  Je-sus  saves. 

Then  shout,shout  the  vic-to-ry, shout, shout  the  vic-to-ry. 
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Waiting  and  Watching. 


w.  n.  ponttus. 
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know   not    the  tunc  when  He   com  -  eth,     At       e  -   veil,  or 

think    of    His   won  -  der  -  ful     pit     -    y,     The  price  our  sal- 

Je  -  sus,  the    lov  »lng  Re  -  deem  -  cr,     He    know-eth    I 


■if— P — v 


il^'^ii'J  Hi*    N.J  J  I 


midnight,  or   mon 

va  -  tion  hath  cost; 
cher-ish    so    dear 
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It    may  be     at   deep-en  -  ing  twi  -  light,  It 

He   left  the  bright  mansions  of  glo-ry,      To 

Tne  hope  that  mine  eyes  shall  behold  Him. Then 
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may   be    at     ear  -  li  -  est     dawn,      He  bids   us     to  watch  and  be 
suf  -  fer  and   die  for  the     lost;        And  sure  -  ly      I   know     it  will 
I     shall  His  glad  wel-come  hear;      And  when  in   the  clouds  He  ap- 
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read  -  y,  Nor  suf  -  fer  our  lights  to  grow  dim; 
please  Him,  When  those  whom  He  died  to  re  -  deem 
pear-  eth,     To  gath  -  er  the  faith-ful  ones    in, 


That. when  He  may 
Re  -  joice   in   the 
A  Friend  most  be- 
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come,  He  will   find      us      All   wait-ing    and  watching  for  Him. 

hope     of  His  com  -  ing,    By    wait-ing  and  watching  for  Him. 

lov  -  ed,  He'll  greet  me;  I'm  wait-ing  and  watching  for  Him. 
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Waiting  and  Watching. 


Chorus. 
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Wait    -   ing    and  watch    -   ing,  Wait     -     ing       and  watch   -  ing, 
Waiting  and  watching,  yes, waiting  for  Him,  Waiting  and  watching, yes, waiting  for  Him, 
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Repeat  pp 


ing      and  watch  -  ing, 


Wait 

Waiting  and  watching,  yes,  waiting  and  watching, 


I -I 

Still  waiting  and  watching  for  Him. 
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Close  to  Thee. 


BY  PERMISSION. 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


S.  J.  Vail. 
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i.  Thou  my   ev  -    er-last-ing  por-tion, More  than  friend  or  life  to    me, 

2.  Not     for  ease    or  world-ly  pleas-ure,  Nor  for  fame  my  pray'r  shall  be; 

3.  Lead  me  thro'   the  vale  of  shad-ows,  Bear  me  o'er  life's  fit  -  ful  sea; 
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D.s.  All  a  -  long  my  pil  -grim  jour-ney,  Sav  -  ior,  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
d.s.  Glad-ly  will  I  toil  and  suf-fer,  On  -  ly  let  me  walk  with  Thee. 
d.s.  Then  the  gate  of  life    e  -  ter  -  nal     May    I     en- ter,  Lord,  with  Thee. 


:E4P=P 


:^|j: 


£ 


-*-  ■#-- 


gl^li^PPie 


Refrain. 
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Close    to  Thee,  close    to  Thee,   Close    to  Thee, 


close   to  Thee. 
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Where  Is  Thy  Refuse? 


Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


BY  PERMISSION. 


Snas  J.  \  ial. 
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uli.rc  is  thy  mf-Uge,  MOf  sin-ner,    And    what    is  thy  | 

2.  l  in*  Mil  -  tar  is  call-mg  tnee,  an-nor,      In    tones  of  com-paa  ■on  aad 


3.  As    sum-mer    is  inn  ing.  pool  sin-ner, 
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past; 


Why  tuil  for  the  wealth  that  will  per 

To    feel  that  sweet  rapture  of      par  ■ 

God's  goodness  to  thee  is    ex  -  tend 
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rust     and  de    - 
treas-ures    a    - 
day-beam  shall 
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cay?    Oh!  think  of    thy  soul,  that  for  -  ev  -  er     Must 
bove;    Oh!  kneel  at    the  cross  where  Hesuf-fered,  To 
last;   Then  slight  not  the  warn-in?     re  -  peat  -  ed     With 
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live  on  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty's 
ran  -  som  thy  soul  from  the 
all    the  bright  mojjnents  that 
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shore,  When  thou  in  the  dust  art  for- 
grave;  The  arm  of  His  mer  -  cy  will 
roll,         Nor  sav,  when  the  bar -vest    is 
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Chorus. 


got  -  ten,  When  pleas  -  ures  can  charm  thee  no 
Bold  thee,  The  arm  that  is  might  -  y  to 
end-ed,     That    no        one  hath  cared  for  th\ 


more. 

saw.  'Twill  prof-it    thee 
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Where  Is  Thy  Refuge? 
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noth-ing,    but    fear-ful    the  cost,   To      gain     the  whole  world,   if     thy 
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soul  should  be  lost!  To  gain  the  whole  world;  if  thy     soul  should  be    lostl 
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Who'll  Stand  Up  for  Jesus? 
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Louis  Hartsough. 
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1.  0    who'll  stand    up       for    Je  -  sus, 

2.  0     who     will     fol  -  low    Je  -  sus 

3.  Tho'  fierce  may  rage    the  bat  -  tie, 

4.  My   all      to    Christ  I've  giv  -  en, 

5.  0      Je  -  sus,    Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus, 
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The  low    -    ly      Naz  -  a    -    rene? 
A -mid        re-proach  and     shame? 
And  wild      the  storms  may    blow, 
My  tal  -  ents,  time   and     voice, 
My   all    -    suf  -  fi  -  cient  Friend  1 
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And  raise   the  blood-stained  ban  -  ner  A  -  mid 

Where  oth-ers  shrink  and     fal  -  ter,  Who'll  glo 

Tho'  friends  may  go    for  -  ev  -  er,  I      will 

My  -  self,  my    rep  -  u  -  ta  -  tion;  The    lone 

Come,  fold  me     to     Thy      bo  -  som,  E'en    to 
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D.S.— All  hail  re-proach  and     sor  -  row, 
Chorus. 


the  hosts     of     sin? 
ry       in     His  name? 
with   Je   -  sus     go. 
way     is      my  choice, 
the  jour-ney's  end. 
IN      -#-         #       -&■• 
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If       Je    -    sus  leads     me  there. 
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The  cross   for  Christ   I'll     cher  -  ish,       Its     cru  -  ci  -  fix  -  ion     bear: 
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Still  Sweeter  Every  Day. 

C0PTRK1HT.  Id99    BY  MALL-MACK  CO.      USED  BT  PEB. 


W,  C.  Martin. 
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C.  AUSTIN  MlLIS 
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1.  To      Je  -  bus  ev  -  *ry  day    I  find  my  heart  is  closer  drawn;  He's  fairer  than  the 

2.  His    glo  -  ry  broke  up-on  me  when  I  saw  Him  from  a  -  far;  He's  fairer  than  the 
3    My    heart  is  sometimes  heavy,  but  He  comes  with  sweet  relief;  He  folds  me  to  Hia 
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glo  -  ry    of    the  gold  and  pur-  pie  dawn;  He's  all  my  fan-cy  pic-tured  in    its 
HI   -  y,  brighter  than  the  morn  ing  star;   He  fills  and  sat  -  is  -  fies  my  long  -  ing 
bos-om  when  I  droop  with  blighting  grief,  I     love  the  Christ  who  all  my  bur-  dena 
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still  sweeter  than  He  was  the  day  before, 
still  sweeter  than  He  was  the  day  before, 
still  sweeter  than  He  was  the  day  before. 


fairest  dreams  and  more;  Each  day  He  grows 
spir  -  it  o'er  and  o'er;  Each  day  He  grows 
in  His  bod  -  y  bore;  Each  day  He  grows 
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Chorus. 


t^r 


•    ' 


Jr-t 


^zg^jb 


3= 


e£ 


£=* 


f~rp.  0  p.  g-TT-r-3 

1      u    p   u    p   u 


#-i— 0- 


rr 


The     half 

The       half  can  -  not      be     fan 


can  -  not 
cied     on 
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be     fan    -    cied,  this 

this     6ide  the  fold  •  en  shore.     The 
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side the  gold  -  en  shore;  0 

balf     can  -  not      be      fan    -  cied      on        this  6ide      the     fold   •  en    shore;  0 


Still  Sweeter  Every  Day. 
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there He'll  be  still  sweet  -er    than  He         ev-er    was    be  -  fore 

there  He'll  be  far  sweeter  than  He  ev  -  er  was    be-fore,  than  He    ev-er      was     be  -  fore 
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There  is  Joy. 
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BY  PER.  OF  SILVER  BURDETTE  L  CO.,  OWNERS  OF  COPYRIGHT. 


Margaret  Moody. 
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1.  When  a    sin-ner  comes,  as      a    sin-ner  may,  There  is      joy, there  is 

2.  When  a  soul     is  born    in  the  kingdom  bright,  There  is     joy, there  is 

3.  When  a  pil-grim  comes  to    the  riv  -  er  wide,  There  is     joy, there  is 

There  is  joy, 
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joy;  When  he  turns  to  God    in     the  gos-  pel  way, There  is  joy, 

joy;  When  it  walks  by  faith    in    the  gos -pel  light,  There  is  joy, 

joy;  When  he  dwells  se  -  cure    on    the  oth  -  er  side, There  is  joy, 

There  is  joy, 
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there  is  joy; 
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Chorus. 
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There  is  joy     a -mong  the  an-gels,  And  their  harps  with  music 
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ring,        When  a  sin-ner  comes  re  -  pent-ing,  Bending  low  be  -  fore  the  King. 

mu  -  sic  ring, 
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We  are  Goin£  Down  the  Valley. 


Jessie   11.   liniw  n. 
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i.  wc  m   pe-ing  down  the  vaMeji  om    by  ooev  With  oh  fac  -  es  toward  the 

2.  Wear.'    gO-fag  down  the  val-N-y,   one     by  0O6,  Wln-n  thfl    la  -  burs    of     the 

3.  We  are    ft  fag  d0W0  the  Til  ley,  OM     by  one,  Hu  -  man  coin-rale  yuu     Of 
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set  -  ting  of  the  sun;-Down  the  val  -  ley  where  the  mourn-ful  cy-press  grows, 
wea-ry  days  are  done;  One  by  one,  the  cares  of  earth  lot  -  t-v  -  er  past, 
I      will  there  have  none;  But    a     ten  -  der  Hand  will  guide  us    lest    we     fall; 
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Chorus. 
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Where  the  strum  of  Death  in  si-lence  onward  flows. 

We   shall  stand  up-on    the  riv-er  bank   at  last.  We  are  go-ing  down  the  valley, 

Christ  is     go-ing  down  the  val-ley  with   us    all. 
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go  -  ing  down  the  val-ley,      Go  -  ing  toward  the  set-ting  of    the  sun;  We  are 
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going  down  the  valley,  going  down  the  valley,    Going  down  the  valley  one  by  one. 
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God  Gares. 


Casterline. 

Softly. 


copyright.  i9it.  by  o.  w.  mylano.       D.  W.  and  N.  A.  Mylund. 


1.  God  cares!  How  sweet  the   strain! 

2.  God  cares!     0      sing  the    song 

3.  God  cares!  The  words  so     sweet 


My  ach 
In  lone 
My      lips    and 
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ing    heart  and  wea  -  ry 

ly      spot,      a  -  mid  the 

life    shall    e'er  re- 
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brain    Are  rest-ed     by      the  glad   re-frain,— He  cares,  our      Fa  -  ther 

throng; 'Twill  make  the  way  less  hard  and  long,— He  cares,  our      Fa  -  ther 

peat,    My  bur-dens  all      left    at    His  feet,— God  cares,  He       al  -  ways 
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Chorus. 
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cares!      He  cares,  I   know    He     cares!        It  shields  me  from 

cares!    God  cares,  He  sure  -  ly      cares! 

cares!    God  cares,  He  ev    -    er     cares!  It  shields  me  from  the 


tempter's  snares,  When    I      re-mem        -        ber     Fa  -  ther  cares; 

When     I        re  -  mem-ber         Fa  -  ther    cares; 
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quick-ens  faith, 
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in  -  spires  my  pray'rs, 

To  know  my 
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ther  cares! 
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The  Penitent's  Plea. 


n.  ii 


Br  Pi  «w  SS  0* 


Hfrrfrt  Rooth. 


1.  Savior,  hear  me,  while  before  Thy   feet      I     the  rec-ord  of  my  sins    re -peat, 

2.  Yet,  why  should  I  fear.h^t  Thou  not  died  That  no  seeking  soul  should  be  de-nitd, 

3.  All    the  riv-ers   of  Thy  grace  I   claim,    0  -  ver  ev-'ry  promise  write  my  name; 


>  J;  iwtiii\f    '"H^f=kf=£ 


Stain'd  with'guilt.myself  ab  -  hor  -  ring,  Fill'd  with  grief,  my  soul  out-pour  -  ing; 
To  that  heart  its  sins  con-fess  -  ing,  Can'st  Thou  fail  to  give  a  bless  -  ing? 
As  I     am    I  come,  be  -  liev  -  ing,    As  Thou  art  Thou  dost,  re  -  ceiv-ing, 
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Canst  Thou  still  in  mercy  think  of  me,  Stoop  to  set  my  shackled  spir-it  free? 
By  the  love  and  pit-y  Thou  hast  shown,  By  the  blood  that  did  for  me  a  -  tone, 
Bid      me   rise  a  free  and  pardoned  slave,  Master  o'er  my  sin,  the  world,  the  grave; 
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Raise    my  sink  -  ing  heart,  and    grace    be  -  stow    on    me      once    more 


Bold  -  ly    will      I   kneel  be  -  fore    Thy  throne,     A     plead   -   ing      soul. 
Charg-ing     me     to  preach  Thy  pow'r  to     save,      To      sin  -  bound    souls. 
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Chorus. 
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Grace         there  is   my  ev-'ry  debt    to    pay, 

Gracethereis  my  ew     -     'ry  debt     to     pay, 

n    is    r\ 
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Blood 


Blood  to  wash  my  or 
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to  wash  my  ev-'ry 
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The  Penitent's  Plea. 
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sin    a-way,  PowV 

Pow'r  to  keep  me  sin 


rr 

to  keep  me  sinless  day  by  day,  For  me,       for       me! 

less  for  me,  for  me! 
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He  Leadeth  Me. 


J.  H.  GlLMORE. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  He    lead-ethme!    0     blessed  thought !0  words  with  heav'n-ly  comfort  fraught! 

2.  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom,  Sometimes  where  E  -den's  bow  -  ers  bloom, 

3.  Lord,   I  would  clasp  thy  hand  in  mine,  Nor  ev  -   er  mur  -  mur  nor    re  -  pine, 

4.  And  when  my  task  on   earth   is  done,  When,  by   thy  grace,  the    victory's  won, 
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What-e'er  I  do,  wher-e'er  I  be. 
By  wa  -  ters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea,- 
Con-tent,  what-ev  -  er  lot  I  see, 
E'en  death's  cold  wave  I    will   not  flee, 


Still  'tis  God's  hand  that  lead  -  eth  me. 
-Still  'tis  His  hand  that  lead -eth  me! 
Since 'tis  my  God  that  lead -eth  me! 
Since  God  thro'  Jor  -  dan  lead -eth  me! 
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Chorus. 


m 


|P^ 


$=£ 


3=E£ 


3=8Ea 


'J 


f=H 


He    lead  -  eth  me,   he    lead  -  eth  me, 


By    His   own    hand  He  lead  -  eth  me: 
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His  faith-ful  fol-lower    I    would  be, 
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For  by    his      hand  he    lead  -  eth  me. 
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It's  Just  Like  Mis  Great  Love. 


COPYRIGHT.  1906.   BY  CLARENCE  B    STROJSt. 
I.DNA  R.  WORRELU 


USED  BY  PER. 

( ■  LA  BKNCK  B    STROU8E. 


1.  A      friend   I  have  call'd  Je  -  bus  Whose  love  m  strong  and  true,  And  nev  -  er 

2.  Some-times  the  clouds  of  trou-  ble  Be  -  dim   the  sky  a  -  bove,     I     can -not 

3.  When  sorrow's  clouds  o'ertake  me,  And  break  up-on   my  head,  When  life  seems 

4.  0        I    could  sing  for  -  ev  -  er  Of    Je  -  bus'  love  di  -  vine,  Of      all     his 
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fails  how-  e'er  'tis  tried,  No  mat-  ter  what  1     do.     I've  sinn'd  a -gainst  this 
see    my  Sav-iour's  face,,  I   doubt  his  wondrous  love.  But  he  from  neav-en's 
worse  than  use -less,      And  earth-lv  hopes  are  dead,     I  take  my  grief  to 
care    and    ten-derness   For  this  poor  life    of     mine.  His  love  is    in,    and 
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love     of     his,  But   when  I    knelt  to      pray 

mer  -  cy  -  seat  Be  -  hold  -  ing  my    de  -  spair 

Je    -  8us  then,  Nor    do      I      go     in      vain 

o    -    ver  all,  And  wind  and  waves  o  -  bey, 


Con  -  fess  -  ing  all  my 
In  pit  -  y  Dursts  the 
For  heav'n-ly  hope  he 
When  Je  -  bus  whis  -  pers 
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Chorus. 
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guilt    to    him,  The  sin -clouds  roll'd    a  -  way. 

clouds  between,  And  shows  me  he       is   there.      It's  just  like   Je  -  sus   to 

gives  that  cheers,  Like  sun-shine  af  -  ter    rain. 

"Peace  be  still"    And  rolls  the  clouds  a  -  way 
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roll   the  clouds  a  -  way,   It's  just  like    Je  -  6us    to     keep  me  day  by  day, 
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It's  Just  Like  His  Great  Love. 
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It's  just   likeJe-sus    all      a-long  the  way,  It's 


just  like  His  great  love 
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H.  J.  Zelley. 


Make  Me  a  Blessing  To-day. 

COPYRIGHT.  1894.  BY  H.  L.  GILMOUR. 


H.  L.  Gilmour. 
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1.  I       do     not  ask  to  choose  my  path,  Lord,  lead  me   in    Thy  way; 

2.  A-round  me,  Lord,  are  sin  -  ful  men,  Who  scorn  and  dis  -  o   -  bey; 

3.  To  those  who  once  Thy  love  have  known,But  now  are  far     a    -  stray; 

4.  Some  saints  of  Thine  are  in      dis-tress,  And  for     de  -  liv-'rance  pray; 

5.  What-ev-er    er-rand  Thou  hast,  Lord, Send  me,  and  I'll      o    -  bey; 

£-4 
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Inspire  each  tho't  and  prompt  each  word,  And  make  me  a  bless-ing  to  -  day. 
Use  me  to  win  them  from  their  sin,  And  make  me  a  bless-ing  to  -  day. 
Help  me  to  win  them  back  to  Thee,  And  make  me  a  bless-ing  to  -  day. 
0  let  me  go  and  help  them, Lord, And  make  me  a  bless-ing  to  -  day. 
Use    me    in     a  -  ny  way  Thou  wilt, And  make  me  a  bless-ing  to  -  day. 
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Chorus 
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Blessme,  Lord, and  make  me  a  blessing,  I'll  glad-ly  Thy  mes-sage  con-vey; 
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Use  me  to  help  some  poor,  needy  soul,  And  make  me  a  blessing  to  -  day. 
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That  Sweet  Name. 


Mrs.  Geo.  D.  Flderkln.     COPTWIQWT    r/»  bt  ceo  o 


Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 


1.  I IK-s^-i-ii  bum  be-yond  eom-ptn,  S\veet-»T  than   all  else  can  be,     How  it 
i\  Whi-ii.npiir*-ss".i  by  doubt  and  tear,  Long  ud  wna-ry  teemt  the  day,     I  but 


3.  When  our  tlays  un  earth  are   o'er, 
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we   gain  the  promised  home,  We  will 
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soothes  ray  ev  -  'ry  care,  Bringing  peace.sweet  peace  to  rae;  When  I  hear  that 
speak  that  name  so  dear,    All    the  shad-ows  flee    a-way;  In  the  time     of 
join  with  mill-ions  more  Who  from  ev-'ry  clime  have  come;  Greatest  joy  in 
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bless-ed  name,  How    it  thrills   my  in-most  soul!  It   will  ev  -  er    be    the 
dark  despair,  When  my  heart  is  crush'd  with  grief, That  sweet  name,  1  w-br^athed  in 
heav'n  will  be,     With  our  tears  all  wiped  a-way,  Face  to  face  our  Lord  to 
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Chorus. 


-■=* 


ft 


±-± 


mm 


same  While  e-ter-nal  a  -  ges  roll, 
prayer,  Always  brings  me  sweet  re-lief. 
see,    Praise  His  name  thro'  endless  day. 
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Je-sus!  bless-ed  name, 

bless-ed  name. 


Je-sus! 
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still  the  same;  I  will  sing  it  more  and  more  'Till  we  meet  on  heaven's  shore. 

still  the  same:      s       R  ^_        m 
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Glorious  Fountain. 

COPYRIGHT,  1881,  BY  T.  C.  O'KANE.    BY  PER. 


T.  C.  O'Kan*. 
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1.  There  is        a    fountain  filled  with  blood,  filled  with  blood,  filled  with  blood, 

2.  The     dy  -  ing  thief   re-joiced  to     see   re-joiced  to   see,  re-joiced  to    see, 

3.  Thou  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood,  Thy  precious  blood,  Thy  pre-cious  blood, 

4.  E'er  since    by  faith     I     saw  the  stream,  I  saw  the  stream,  I  saw  the  stream, 


There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  Immanuel's  veins,  And 
The   dy  -  ing  thief  re-joiced  to   see     That  foun-tain  in    His      day;     And 

Dear  dy  -  ing  Lamb!  Thy  precious  blood  Shall  nev-er  loose  its  pow'r,  Till 
E'er  since  by  faith,  I     saw  the  stream  Thy  flow-ing  wounds  sup-ply,     Re- 
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sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood,  beneath  that  flood,  beneath  that  flood,  And 
there  may    I  though  vile  as    he,   tho*  vile     as     he,  tho' vile     as     he,  And 

all     the  ransomed  Church  of  God,  Church  of      God,  Church  of  God,  Till 
deem-ing  love  has  been  my  theme,  has  been  my  theme,  has  been  my  theme,  Re- 
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sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood,  Lose  all  their  guilty  stains, 
there  may    I,  tho'  vile     as  he,  Wash  all  my  sins    a  -  way. 
all    the  ransomed  Church  of  God  Are  saved  to  sin  no  more, 
deem-ing  love  has  been  my  theme,  And  shall  be  till  I     die. 


Oh,  gl< 
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foun-tain!  Here  will  I    stay,     And     in  Thee  ev-er  Wash  my  sins   a 
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H.  L. 
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I  Will  Lift  Up  Mine  Eyes. 
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Haider  Lillenas. 
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l     v.  ill    lift  up  mine  vjm  to  Um  motmt-tiBe,  For  my 

lie  will  gaud  me  from  stumbling  ur  fall  -  fag,    For  He* 

Lo,  tin- suu  shall  not  smite  me  Dor  hirm   me,  For  the 

And  the  Lord  will  protect  me  from  dan  -  ger,    He    will 
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Lord; 
Guide; 
where; 
soul; 


I  will  drink  of  His  riv  -  ere  and  fount  -  ains,  I  will 
In  temp-ta-tions  and  tri-als  ap  -  pall  -  ing,  He  will 
And  the  tempter  cannev-er  dis  -  arm  me,  But  the 
Andinheav-en     I  shall    be    no  stran-ger,  While  the 
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feed  on  His  excellent  word. 

ev-er  be  there  by  my  side.       Lift  up  thine  eyes unto  the  mountains, 

crown  of  the  victor  I'll  wear.  Lift  up  thine  eyes  unto  the  mountiins, 

years  of  e-ter-ni-ty   roll. 
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I  Will  Lift  lip  Mine  Eyes. 
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Flow-ing  so    free from  His  ex-cel-Ient  word. 

Flow-ing  so  free 
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Guide  Me. 


W.  Williams. 


Thomas  Hastings. 


tr  *  P    IP    i>    K        *^ 


1.  Guide  me,  0  Thou  great  Je-ho  -  vah,  Pil-grim  thro'  this  barren  land;    I  am 

2.  0  -    pennow  the  crys-tal  fountain,  Whence  the  healing  wa-ters  flow;  Let  the 

3.  When  I  tread  the  verge  of  Jor- dan,  Bid  my  anx-ious  fears  sub-side;  Bear  me 
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weak,  but  Thou  art  mighty;  Hold  me  with  Thy  pow'rful  hand:  Bread  of  heav-  en, 
fier  -  y,  cloud-y  pil  -  lar  Leadme  all  my jour-ney  thro': Strong De-liv-'rer, 
thro'  the  swell-ing  cur-rent;  Land  me  safe  on  Ca-naan's  side:  Songs  of  prais  -  es 
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Feed  me  till    I  want  no  more;  Bread  of  heav-en,  Feed  me  till    I  want  no  more. 
Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield ;  Strong  Deliv'rer,  Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
I       will  ev-ergive   to  Thee;  Songs  of  prais-es     I  will  ev-ergive  to  Thee. 
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Beautiful  Star  of  Bethlehem! 


Mattic  Pearson  Smith. 


oMi    b-    iinv     |      n 


J.  M. 
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1.  Bean-ti  -  ful  star  o!  Beth-le-hem,  shine  0  -  ver  the  hills    of      Pal  -  es- 

2.  Bean-ti  -  ful  star  ol  Beth-le-hem,  shine,  Shed-dint?  thy  beauteous  rays  di- 
'A.  Beau-ti  -  fnl  star  of  Beth-le-liem,  shine  In  -  to  the  hearts  that  faint  and 
1.  Bean-ti  -  fnl  star  of  Beth-le-hem,  shine  0  -  ver  thisearth-ly     home  <d 
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slum  -  ber  -  eth 
held     in    sin's 
hum  -  ble,  but 
dwell  -  ing  with 


tine;  There  the  Child  Je  -  sus 

vine;  Light  the  dark   pU  - 

pine;  Show  the  Child  Je  -  sus, 

mine,  How  the  Child   Je  -  sus 


sweet,    And   we  would 
thrall,  Bring-ing     thy 
King,    Born   to     com- 
me,      Keep -eth     me 
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bow      at     His  ho    -   ly  bet. 

peace  and  good- will      to  all. 

pas  -  sion   and  com  -  fort  bring, 

pure    and  from  sin  -  ning  free. 
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Beth -le- hem, 
Beth  -le-  hem, 
Beth-le-hem, 
Beth-le-hem, 
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shiiie  0  -  ver   the  hills       of  Pal  -  es  -  tine; 

shine,  Shed-ding  thy  beau  -  teous  rays     di    -  vine; 

shine  In  -  to    the  hearts   that  faint  and  pine; 

shine  In  -  to  this  earth  -  lv  home    ol  mine; 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful 
Beau  -  ti  -  ful 
Beau  -  ti  -  ful 
Beau  -  ti  -  ful 
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Beautiful  Star  of  Bethlehem! 
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star  of  Beth-le- 
star  of  Beth -te- 
ster of  Beth-le- 
star  of  Beth-le- 


hem,  shine  0  -  ver  the  hills  of  Pal-es-tine. 
hem,  shine,  Shed-ding  thy  beauteous  rays  di  -  vine, 
hem,  shine  In -to  the  hearts  that  faint  and  pine, 
hem,  shine       In -to  this  earth- ly  home  of    mine. 
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Glory  to  His  Name. 
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Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Down  at      the 

2.  I  am      so 

3.  Oh,  pre-cious 

4.  Come  to      this 
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cross  where    my    Sav  -  ior      died,  Down  where    for 

won  -  drous  -  ly    saved  from      sin,  Je  -    sus      so 

foun  -  tain    that  saves  from      sin,  I        am      so 

foun  -  tain     so      rich    and    sweet;  Cast     thy    poor 
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cleans-ing  from  sin      I    cried,  There  to    my  heart  was  the  blood  ap  - 
sweet -ly     a -bides  with  -  in,     There   at    the  cross  where  He  took  me 
glad      I    have  en-tered    in;     There  Je  -  sus  saves  me   and  keeps  me 
soul    at     the  Sav -ior 's  feet;  Plunge  in     to-day,  and    be  made  com- 


plied; 
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clean; 

plete; 
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Glo  -  ry  to  His  name.  Glo  -  ry  to  His  name, 
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Able  to  Deliver. 


W.  A.  O. 


USED  BT  f»E«.  Of  W.  A.  OGOCN.  OWNER  Of  THE  COPY* >GmT  W.    A.    Otfdcn. 
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1.  "He  is     a-bleto    tit*  -  liv-t*r."  Sim:  the  joy-fa]  strain,  "H<-  is       a  -  bit-    t<«    de- 

2.  He   is     a-bleto    de  -  liv-.-r  I'p  in  the  chains  of  sin,    He   is       a-ble    U)    de- 

3.  He  is     a-ble  to   de  -  liv-er  From  the  foe-min  strong, He   is       a  -  ble    to    de- 
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liv  -  er,"  Tell  it  out  a  -  gain;  He  is  a-ble  to  de-liv- er  All  that 
liv  -  er,  Shout  the  joy  -  ful  strain;  He  is  a-ble  to  da  -  liv  -  er,  See  how 
liv-er,   All      the    jour-ney  long;  He   is       a-ble  to  de  -  liv  -  er,  Trust  Him 
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come  to   Him    in  faith,    He      is 
pa  -  tient-ly   He  stands!  He      i9 
bold  -  ly,  nev  -  er  fear;    He      is 
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a-ble      to     de-liv  -  er    Thee  with 
a  -  ble      to     de  -  liv  -  er,    Let     the 
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un  -  to  death. 

will  -ing  hands.         A  ble     to     de  -  liv  -  er, 

na-tion9  hear.  A  -  ble    to      de-liv-  er.      He       is        a-ble      to     de  -  liv-er. 
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Able  to  Deliver. 
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a       -       -       ble  to  de-liv  -  er  All  that  come  to  Him  in  faith. 

A--ble    to  de-liv-er,  He    is      a  -  ble    to    de  -  liv-er 
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S.  C.  Kirk. 


Tis  Jesus! 


COPYRIGHT.  1906.   BY  HALL-MACK  CO. 


Alfred  Judson. 
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1.  In     land  or   store    I  may  be  poor,  My  place  unknown,  my  name  obscure; 

2.  On  life's  rough  sea  how  frail  my  bark!  But  in  the  storm  and  desert  dark 

3.  When  shadows  deep  a-round  me  fall,  And  gloom  and  fear  my  soul  enthrall, 

4.  Soon  will  this  fleet  -  ing  life  be  o'er;  0    then,  up -on  theoth-er  shore 
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Of  this  I  have 
I  have  a  safe 
There  is  an  arm 
I'll     be   with  Him 


the  wit-ness  sure:  0  bless  the  Lord,  I've  Je-susl 
and  trust  -  ed  Ark;  0  bless  the  Lord,  I've  Je-susl 
be-neath  them  all;  0  bless  the  Lord,  'tis  Je  -  susl 
for  -  ev    -    er-  more,  For  -  ev  -  er-more  with  Je  -  sus! 
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What  tho'  the  world  its  gifts  de  -  ny,  I've  rich-es   more  than  gold  can   buy— 
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The  key     totreas-ures  in       the 


0  bless   the  Lord,  I've  Je-sus! 
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Since  the  Savior  Made  Me  Whole. 


Harriet   H.  Jones. 


COPYRIGHT    1902.   BY  CMAS.  M    GA8R.CL. 
HENRY  D»TE.  OWNER. 


Ch.s.  H.  Qabriel. 
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1.  There  is    glo  -  ry    in    my  soul,  Since  the  Sav-iur  made  me  whole,  And  the 

2.  I        will  tfll      to    all    a-niund,  What   a     Sav-iuur   I  have  found,    I     will 

3.  I      will  praise  Him  while  I  live,  Love,  o  -  bey,  and  serv-ice  give;  Some  sweet 
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brigfat-nen  of  Hi9  pres-ence  fills  the  place;  Like  to  that  en-joyed  a-bove, 
ev  -  er-more  His  wondrous  love  pro-claim;  For  His  blood  is  on  my  soul, 
time  He'll  call  me  to   His  home  on    high,  Where, with  all  the  blood- wuhtd  throng, 
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Is  the  sweetness  of  His  love,  Since  He  sav'd  me,sweetly  sav'd  me  by  His  grace. 
And  He  holds  me  in  control,  Glo  -  ry,  glo-ry,  hal-le  -  lu-  jah  to  His  name! 
I  will  shout  the  glad  new  song,  While  the  ev  -  er  blissful  years  are  roll-ing   by. 
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soul, 


There  is   glo-ry    in  my       soul,  Since  the  Sav-iour  made  me 

glo-ry,  there's  glo-ry  in  my  soul,  He 
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whole:  Light  is  shin-ing  from   a-bove,  All  a-round  is  joy   and  love, 

touflu-il  and  made  nic  whole: 
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Since  the  Savior  Made  Me  Whole. 
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Like  the  o  -  cean  bil-lows   roll; 
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Slow. 


A  Sinner  Like  Me. 


COPYRIGHT.  1881.  BY  JOHN  J.  HOOD. 


C.  J.  Butler. 
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1.  I      was     once    far        a  -  way     from    the     Sav  -  ior,       And     as 

2.  I  wan      -      der'd    on         in      the     dark  -  ness.      Not     a 

3.  And  then,    in      that    dark     lone  -  ly        hour, . .  A 
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vile       as    a      sin-ner      could     be; 
ray  of       light     could  1     see; 

voice  sweetly  whis-pered    to        me, 


And  I  won-der'd  if  Christ  the  Re- 
And  the  tho't  fill'd  my  heart  with 
Saying,  Christ  the  Re-deem-er  has 
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deem  -  er  Could      save        a    poor     sin-ner       like       me. 

sad  -  ness,   There's  no  hope      for     a       sin  -  ner       like       me. 
pow  -  er  To  save        a    poor     sin-ner       like       me. 
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4  I  listened:  and  lo!  'twas  the  Savior 

That  was  speaking  so  kindly  to  me; 
I  cried,  "I'm  the  chief  of  sinners, 
Thou  canst  save  a  poor  sinner  like  me!" 

5  I  then  fully  trusted  in  Jesus; 

And  0,  what  a  joy  came  to  me! 
My  heart  was  filled  with  His  praises 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 


6  No  longer  in  darkness  I'm  walking, 

For  the  light  is  now  shining  on  me; 
And  now  unto  others  I'm  telling 
How  He  saved  a  poor  sinner  like  me. 

7  And  when  life's  journey  is  over, 

And  I  the  dear  Savior  shall  see, 
I'll  praise  Him  forever  and  ever, 
For  saving  a  sinner  like  me. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Victory  in  My  Soul. 
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1.  SdM  I've  start  -  ed    cut     to    trav  -  el      in     the  straight  and  DAT-TOW  way, 

2i  Oft        I     meet  with  tierce  teinp-ta-ti<.ns,  Sa-tan's  darts  arc     at     me  hurled. 

'A.  Stnnii  clouds  uft-en  L)Of  -flf    <»Vr  DM,    hut   His   lo  ve  shines  sweetly    t! 

4.  Glo-  ry,   glo  -  rv,  what    a    Sav-i.»r!     I     will   trust  Him   all    the   i 
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Since  the  Sav  -  ior  by   His  life-blood  made  me  whole,  Since  He  taught  me  how  to 
But    my  Sav -ior  of    my  life   has  full  con-trol,And     I  hear  Him  gen- tlv 
And    I  shout  His prais-es  tho'  the   bil-lows  roD,  Fur  the  rain-bow  of  God's 
He    will  guide  me  till     I  safe  -  ly  reach  the  goal;  More  than  con-quer-or  will 
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fol  -  low,  how  to  dai  -  ly  watch  and  pray,  I've  had  vie -fry 
whis-per,  "I  have  o-ver-come  the  world,"  And  I've  vict'ry 
promise  spans  the  arch  of  heav-en's  blue,  And  I've  vic-t'ry 
bringme    to  that  land  of  end-less  day,  Giv-ing  vic-t'ry 


in  my 

in  my 

in  my 

in  my 


soul, 
soul, 
soul, 
soul. 
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I    have  vie  -  Cry, 
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vic-t'ry    in      my    soul, 


vie  -  fry, 

vie  -  fry.  tic  -  fry. 
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Victory  in  My  Soul. 
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Glo-ry,hal-le-lu-jah!      vic-t'ryin    my  soul;    Vic-t'ry  o-ver  ev-'ry  sin, 
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Foes  without  and  foes  within,  Glo-ry,  hal-le-ta-jah!I'vevict'ry  in    my  soul. 
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I  Am  Coming,  Lord. 


L.  H. 
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Rev.  L.  Hartsough. 
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1.  I       hear    Thy  wel-come  voice,  That  calls    me,  Lord,  to  Thee,  For 

2.  Tho'  com  -ing  weak  and  vile,     Thou  dost    my  strength  as-sure;  Thou 

3.  'Tis  Je  -  sus  calls  me    on        To  per  -  feet  faith  and  love,  To 
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cleans  -  ing     in    Thy     pre-cious  blood  That  flowed    on    Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
dost      my    vile-ness     full  -  y  cleanse,  Till    spot-  less    all    and    pure, 
per  -    feet  hope,  and  peace,  and  trust,  For  earth    andheav'na  -  bove. 

*  t-  t.   t-  t. 


^>:  j   j   feb   h   r    M  £•  £ 


P^ 


a* 


F^^F 


Chorus. 


D.  S.— That  flowed   on  Cal-va  -  ry! 
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I     am  coming,  Lord !  Com-ing  now  to  Thee !  Wash  me ,  cleanse  me ,  in  the  blood 
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What  Have  I  to  Boast  of? 


Vi%ian  A.   Duke. 


<T.  1891.   BY  V.  A    DAKE.       BT  PER. 


Jennie  Bird  sail. 


What  oo  earth  hare  I      to  boast    of?  Why  are  gifts  so  nine? 
Je  -  mis  died, the   God  life  bring  -  tag;   Jo    tot  wept,my  teui 

He  was  poor  to    give    me  treat  -  ore;  IK-  to  make  me  king; 

Have        j«)V,  •  row bought  It;  Have  [  pow*r,  or  grace,  or  love, 
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God  and  heav'n  am  I    the    heir    of;  Why  dost  thou, Lord, claim  me  thine? 
Je    sus  groaned  to  give  me  sing  -  ing;  Bore    the  night  to  give  me  day. 

He   was  hat  •  ed  with-out  meas  -  ure.  Heav  en's  love    to     DM    to  hring. 
Have  I  wealth, 'twas  Je-  sus brought  it  Down     to    me  from  heav'n  a  b 
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Je  -  sus  bung  on  Cal-v'ry's  mountain  ;Cried  and  groaned. and  bled  for  me, 
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5  Hark!  I  hear  'mid  every  pleasure,        6  Where,  then,  where  is  room  for  boasting 
Sounds  of  Calvary's  mournful  night.      In  the  sight  of  Calvary  - 

And  behold  by  every  treasure,  In  the  blood  alone  I'm  trusting, 

Calvary's  cross  appears  in  sight.  Counting  other  gains  but  iota. 
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145  Let  Jesus  Gome  Into  Your  heart 

COPYRIGHT.  1 

rs.  C.  H.  M. 


Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 


3 

1.  If  you  are  tired  of  the  load  of  your  sin,  Let  Jesus  come  into  your  heart; 

2.  If  'tis  forpu-ri-ty  now  that  you  sigh,Let  Jesuscomeinto  your  heart; 

3.  If  there'satempestyourvoicecannotstill,  Let  Jesus  come  into  your  heart ; 

4.  If  friends,oncetrusted,haveprovenuntrue,Let  Jesus  comeintoyourheart ; 
6.  If  youwouldjointhegladsongsoftheblest,Let  Jesus  comeinto  your  heart ; 
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If  you  de-sire  a  new  life  to  be-gin,  Let  Jesus  comein- 
Fountains  for  cleansing  are  flowing  near  by,Let  Jesus  comein- 
If  there's  a  void  this  world  never  can  fill,  Let  Jesuscomein- 
Find  what  a  Friend  he  will  be  un-toyou,  Let  Jesus  comein- 
If  you   would  enter  the  mansions  of  rest,  Let  Jesus  comein- 


to  your  heart, 
to  your  heart, 
to  your  heart, 
to  your  heart, 
to  your  heart. 
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Just  now,  your  doubtings  give  o'er,  Just  now,  re  -  ject  him  no  more ; 
Justnow,   my  doubtings  are  o'er,  Just  now,  re -ject-ing  no  more; 
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throw  o-pen  the  door ;  Let  Je-  sus  come  in  -  to  your  heart. 
I      o-pen  the  door  And  Je- sus  comes  in- to  my    heart. 


Justnow, 
Justnow, 
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His  Yoke  is  Easy. 
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1.  The  Lord  is    my  Shop-herd,  I  shall  not  want,  He  mak-Hh  DM  down      to 

•J.   My    lOOl  iri-cth  out:  UB  -  '  •■■  DM    ft-gtio,  An  1  give  DM  the  strength  to 
.1.    "l  -  a.  th''  I  slmuM  walk  the  val-ley    of  death,  Y.  t  what  should  I  fear    from 
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lie        In   past-ures  green,  He  lead- eth  me     The      qui  -  et  wa-t.-rs    by, 
take  The     DAT-row  path   <»f  right-eous-ness,E'en  for  Thine  own  name's  sake. 
ill?     For  Tbou  art  with  me,  and  Thy  rod    And    staff  sup-port  me  still. 
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His  yoke    is  eas-y,  His  bur-den    is  light,  I've  found  it  so,   I've  found     it 


Ki  ftfi'Pf  U' 


fcs=±Tjb±r- 


g-jiauH 


•=i=5=S=J 


£=t 


S 


■II 


* 


so;   He  lead-eth  me   by  day  and  by  night,  Where  liv 
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There's  a  Wideness. 


Arr.  by  Silas  J.  Vial. 


1.  There's  a  wide-ness  in  God's  mercy,  Like    the  wide 

2.  There's  no  place  where  earth-ly  sor-rows  Are    more  felt 

3.  For  the  love    of   God    is  broader  Than  the  dmm 

4.  If    our  love  were  but  more  simple,  We  should  tab 
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-  ness  of      the  sea; 
than   up        in  heav'n; 
-ure    of   man's  mind: 
Him  at      His  wi.nl; 
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There's  a  Wideness. 
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There's  a  kind-ness    in      His   jus-tice 
There's  no  place  where  earth-ly     fail-ings 
And    the  heart  of     the      E  -  ter-nal 
And  our  lives  would  be      all  sun-shine 
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Which 
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is  more    than   lib  -  er-ty. 
sucli  kind  -  ly  judg-ment  giv'n, 
most  won  -  der  -  ful  -  ly  kind, 
the  sweet  -  ness  of    our  Lord. 
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He       is    call-ing,     Come     to    me;    Lord,      I   glad-Iy      Haste  to  Thee. 
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How  Sweet  the  Name. 


John  Newton. 
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Thomas  A.  Arne. 
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1.  How  sweet  the  name  of       Je  -  sus  sounds  In     a    be  -  liev-er's 

2.  It    makes  the  wound-ed     spir  -  it  whole,  And  calms  the  troub-led 

3.  Dear  Name,  the  rock  on   which     I  build,  My  shield  and  hid  -  ing  - 

4.  Je  -  sus,     my  Shep-herd,  Savior,  Friend,  My  Proph-et,  Priest  and 
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ear! 
breast; 
place; 
King, 
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It    soothes  his  sor-rows,  heals  his  wounds,  And  drives  a  -  way     his  fear. 

'Tis  man  -  na    to    the     bun  -  gry  soul,  And    to  the  wea  -  ry,  rest. 

My    nev  -  er- fail -ing    treas-ure,  filled  With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End,  Ac  -  cept  the  praise    I  bring. 
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5  Weak  is  the  effort  of  my  heart. 
And  cold  my  warmest  thought; 
But  when  I  see  Thee  as  Thou  art, 
I'll  praise  Thee  as  I  ought. 


I 

6  I  would  Thy  boundless  love  proclaim 
With  every  fleeting  breath; 
So  shall  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Kefresh  my  soul  in  death. 
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E.  D.  Mund. 


Thou  Thinkest,  Lord,  of  Me. 
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1.  A  -  mid  the  tri  -  als  which  I  meet,   A  -  mid  the  thorns  that  pierce  ■] 

2.  The  cares  of  life  come  thronging  fast,  Up  -  on  my  soul    their  shad-ows  cast; 

3.  Let  shadows  omic, let  shad-ows  go,   Let    life     he  briffet    or  dark  with 
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One  tho't  re-main9  su  -  preme-ly  sweet:  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 
Their  gloom  re-minds  my  heart  at  last,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of 
I        am   con -tent,      for      this     I  know,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,   of 
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me! 


me! 
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D.S  -What  need  I    fear     when  Thou  art  near,  And  think-tst,  Lord,    of        wut 
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Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of     me,  Thou  thinkest,  Lord,  of    me, 

of      me,  of 
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John  Newton. 


Amazing  Grace! 

Warwick.  C.  M. 
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1.  A    -    maz-ing  grace!  how  sweet  the  sound,  That  saved  a 

2.  'Twas  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to    fear,  And  grace  my 

3.  Thro'  ma  -  ny   dan-gers,  toils,  and  snares,    I    have     al 

4.  The     Lord  has  prom-ised  good  to     me,    His  word  my 

5.  The  earth  shall  soon  dis-solve  like  snow,  The   sun    for 
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wretch  like  mel 
fears  re  -  licved; 
read  -  y  come; 
hope  se  -  cures; 
bear  to     shine; 
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Amazing  Grace! 


I  once  was  lost,   but     now    am  found;  Was 

How    pre  -  cious  did    that  grace  ap  -  pear,  The 

'Tis  grace  that  bro't  me  safe    thus  far,    And 

He     will  my  shield  and  por  -  tion  be     As 

But   God,  who  called  me  here     be  -  low,    Will 
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blind,  but  now    1    see. 
hour    I     first    be-lievedl 
grace  will  lead    me  home, 
long  as    life      en-dures. 
be     for-  ev  -  er  mine. 
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Have  Thine  Own  Way,  Lord! 


A.  A.  P. 
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Have  Thine  own  way, 
Have  Thine  own  way, 
Have  Thine  own  way, 
Have  Thine  own  way, 
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Lord!  Have  Thine  own  way! 

Lord!  Have  Thine  own  way! 

Lord!  Have  Thine  own  way! 

Lord!  Have  Thine  own  way! 
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Thou  art  the 
Search  me  and 
Wound-ed  and 
Hold  o'er  my 
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Pot  -  ter;       I    am   the       clay 
try       me     Mas -ter,    to    -   day! 
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Mould  me    and     make       me 
Whit  -  er    than    snow,      Lord, 


wea  -  ry     Help  me,     I  pray!       Pow  -  er —  all       pow    -    er— 

be    -    ing     Ab  -  so -lute       sway!       Fill      with  Thy     Spir     -     it 
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Aft  -  er    Thy      will 


=t=4f=£3 


3= 


*? 


While  I    am    wait  -  ing  Yield  -  ed  and 

Wash  me  just      now,       As  in  Thy  pres  -  enee  Hum-bly     I 

Sure  -  ly     is       Thine!   Touch  me  and  heal     me,  Sav  -  ior    di  • 

Till     all  shall      see        Christ  on-ly,      al  -  ways,  Liv  -  ing    in 
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still, 
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I'm  Nappy  With  Jesus  Alone. 


C.  iv  J. 


C    P.  JONES    OWNER. 
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Chas.  P.  Jones. 
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Ttoe'i  nothing  so  precious  si  Je-sos  lo  me;  Lei  Murth  with  ite  treasures h 

Van  sinful  sod  doomed  to  ■  lif«'  oi  de-spsir,  No  light  on  my  pathway  to 
Uns  nothing  bati  ttt  for  mvrsnsom  tela  pay,  And  make  me  sc-cept-ea  witi 
'Twm  Jesus  who  ■llei  me  snatWtei  methi  ssj  To  pesos  upon  ssrai  sod  n  heaf'nj 
AewJ  father  and  mother  forsake  me  be-low,  My    bed  upon  earth  be  a     stone, 
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I'm      rich  as  can  be  when  ray  Sav-ior  I  see;  I'm    hap-py  with  Jesus  a  -  lone. 
'Twas  Jesus  who  found  me  and  made  me  an  heir  To    mansions  of  glo-ry  di  -  vine. 
'Twas  Je-sus  who  freely  Himself  made  a  prey  And  ransomed  mv  soul  with  His  blood. 
'Tis    Jesus  who  teaches  me  dai-ly  to  pray,  And  walk  in  the  light  He  has  L'iv'n. 
I'll     cling  to  ray  Savior, He  loves  me,  I  know;  I'm  hap-py  with  Jesus  a  -  lone. 
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Tho"  poor  and  deserted, thank  God,lcan  say  Vm 


hap-py  with  Je-sus  a  -  lone. 
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I'm  hap-py  with  Jesus  a  -lone,      I'm  hap-py  with  Je  -  sus     a  -  lone; 

a-lone,  a-lone; 
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Jesus  Breaks  Every  Fetter. 
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Je  -  sus     In  sfa 

I       am     now 
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CHO.  .Ar  -  sum  breaks     ev  -  Vy  Jet  -  ter, 

1,  I      am  now      on      the  al  -  tar, 

'_\  I     will  ne'er  doubt   my  Sav  -  ior,        I       will     ne'er     doubt     my 

;;.   I     will  rest     on      His  prom  -  ise,       1       will      rest        on        His 

4.  I     will  shout     Hal    -   le  -    lu  -  jahl        I       will    shout        Hal    -  le- 
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Jesus  Breaks  Every  Fetter. 

fet  -  ter,      Je  -  sus    breaks    ev  -  'ry     fet  -  ter,      And  He  sets    me  free, 

al  -  tar,       I     am      now      on      the     al  -  tar   Which  was  made  for  me. 

Sav-ior,        I    will      ne'er  doubt  my  Sav  -  ior,    For    He  cleans  -  es  me. 

prom-ise,     1    will      re3t      on      Hisprom-ise  Which  is    giv'n    to  me. 

lu  -  jahl      I    will     shout    Hal  -   le  -  lu  -  jahl      For  He    sets    me  free. 
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John  Newton. 
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Rejoicing  Evermore. 

COPYRIGHT.  1885,   BY  R    E.  HUDSON. 


R.  E.  Hudson. 
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1.  Tho'  troub-les      as  -  sail,    and  dangers  af-fright,  Tho'  friends  all  should  fail, 

2.  The    birds  with-out  barn    or  store-house  are  fed;  From  them  let    us  learn 

3.  WThen  Sa  -  tan      ap-pears     to    stop  up  our  path,  And  fills     us  with  fears, 

4.  He      tells   us  we're  weak — our   hope  is  in  vain,  The  good  that    we  seek 

5.  No  strength  of    our  own,   nor  goodness  we  claim, Our  trust   is     all  thrown 


Cho.  —  Yes,     I   will    re-joice,    re  -  joiee  in  the  Lord,  Yes, 
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I    will     re-joice 


mm 


and  foes  all  u-nite,  Yet  one  thing  secures  us,  what-ev  -  er  be- 
to  trust  for  our  bread;  His  saints  what  is  fitting  shall  ne'er  be  de- 
we  tri-umph  by  faith;  He  can-not  take  from  us,  tho'  oft  He  has 
we  ne'er  shall  ob-tain;  But  when  such  suggestions  our  grac  -  es  have 
on     Je-sus'  dear  name;  In  this  our  strong  tower  for     safe  -  ty  we 


re  -  joice  in  the  Lord;  Yes,  I   will    re  -  joiee,    re  -  joiee    in         the 
#      i      ..  V  J         if    _~*  DC. 


tide;   The  prom-ise       as-suresus,    The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide, 

nied;   So     long   as      'tis  writ-ten,  The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide, 

tried,  The  heart-cheer-ing  prom-ise,  The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide, 

tried,  This    an-swers    all  ques-tions,  The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide, 

hide;  The  Lord   is       our  pow-er,     The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide. 
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Lord,  Will  joy    in      the     God 
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Precious  Blood. 


Wm.  McDonald. 


J.  H.  Stockton. 


1.  The  envl  the  blood-fUin'd  ctomI  TIm  hal-i  ~s     I 

2.  A      th-iii  -  sand  foiint-ains  spring    l'p    from     the   throne    of 

3.  That  blood  my    ran  -  POOD  paid,    While     I         in     bond  -  ag 

4.  This  theme  will  best     em  -  ploy     My     harp      be  -  (ore     my        I 
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Re  -  mind-ing  me    of  pre-cious  blood  That  once  was  shed    for       me. 
Hut   none    to  me  such  blessings  bring,  As     Je  -  sus'    pre-ci"us  blood. 
On      Je  -  sus  all    my  sins  were  laid,  He  saved  me    with   His 
And  make  all  heav'n  resound  with  joy,  For    Je  -  sus'  chans-ing 
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Chorus. 
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0    the  blood!  the  pre-cious  blood  That       Je  -  sus  shed  for    me,  (lor  mej 
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Up  -  on   the  cross,  in  crim-son  flood,  Just  now    by    faith 
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My  Soul,  Be  On  Thy  Guard. 

Laban.    S.  M. 


Lowcl  .Mason. 


#  •     m 


m 


1.  Mv         soul,      be      on       thy   guard;  Ten      thou-sand    (oei  a  -  rise: 

2.  O          watch,  and     fight    and     pray;  The       bat  -  tie     i  I  ..'er: 

3.  Ne'er    think    the      vie  -  fry    won,   N-t       lay    thine     ar  -  mor  down; 
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My  Soul,  Be  On  Thy  Guard. 

tjgiuiiirfui  -J  if  J  J  J  id  H 


The       hosts  of     sin    are  press  -  ing    hard     To  draw  thee  from  the  skie9. 

Re    -    new     it  bold  -  ly  ev  -  'ry       day,  And  help    di  -  vine  im-plore. 

The      work    of  faith  will  not     be  done  Till  thou  ob-tain  the  crown. 
-.-      ~  I 
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I  Love  Nim. 


London  Hymn  Book. 
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1.  Gone  from  my  heart  the  world  with  all  its  charm;  Gone  are   my  sins    and 

2.  Once       I    was  lost     up  -  on  the  plains  of  sin;      Once  was    a  slave     to 

3.  Once       I  was  bound,  but  now  I    am  set  free;     Once  I    was  blind,  but 
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all     that  would  a  -  larra;  Gone  ev  -  er-more,  and    by  His  grace  I  know  The 

doubts  and  fears  with-in;     Once  was     a-fraid     to  trust  a    lov-ing  God;  But 

now  the   light    I     see;    Once  I    was  dead,  but  now  in  Christ  I  live,  To 
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Chorus. 
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precious  blood  of  Jesus  cleanses  white  as   snow. 

now  my  guilt  is  washed  away  in    Je  -  sus'  blood.  I  love  Him,     I      love  Him, 

tell  the  world  the  peace  that  He  alone  can  give. 
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Because  He  first  loved  me,  And  purchased  my  salvation  on  Mount  Cal-va  -  ry. 
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Mrs.  C.  H.  M. 


Nearer,  Still  (Nearer. 


COPTRiGMT.  1896.  BT  M    L.  GILMOUR 


Mrs.  C.  H.  Morris. 
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1.  Near  -  er,  still  near-er,  close  to  thy  heart,   Draw  me  my  Sav-ior,    so 

2.  Near  -  er,  still  near- er,  noth  -  ing  I    bring,  Naught  as  an  of  -  f  ring  to 

3.  Near- er,  still  m-ar-er,  Lord,  to   be    thine,    Sin,   with  its  fol  -  lies,   I 

4.  Near  -  er,  still  near-er,  while  life  shall  last,    Till     safe  in   glo  -  ry  my 
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pre-cious  thou  art;  Fold  me,  0  fold  me   close  to  thy  breast,  Shel-ter  me 

Je    -  sus  my  King;  On  -    ly   my  sin  -  ful,  now  contrite  heart, Grant  me  the 

glad  -  ly   re  -  sign;  All       of  its  pleasures, pomp  and  its  pride;  Give  me  but 

an  -  chor  is    cast;  Thro'  end-less  a  -  ges,  ev  -  er  to  be,     Nearer,  my 
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safe    in  that  "Haven  of  Rest,"  Shel-ter  me  safe  in  that  "Haven  of  J; 
cleansing  thy  blood  doth  impart , Grant  me  the  cleansing  thy  blood  doth  im-part. 
Je  -  sus,  my  Lord  cru-ci  -  fied,  Give  me  but  Je-sus,  my  Lordcru-ci-fied. 
Sav  -  ior,  still  near  -er  to  thee,  Near-er,  my  Savior,  still  near-er  to  thee. 
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My  Gountry,  Tis  of  Thee. 


S.  F.  Smith. 


He.vbt  Caret. 
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1.  My  country! 'tis  of  thee.Sweetland  of  lib-er-ty,    Of  thee  I  sing;Land  where  my 

2.  My  native  country, thee, Land  of  the  noble  free,  Thy  name  I  love;    I  love  thy 

3.  Let  music  swell  thebreeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees  Sweet  freedom's  son?;  Let  mo. tal 

4.  Our  fathers'  Godlto  Thee, Author  of  lib  -  er-ty,  To  Thee  we  sing: Long  may  our 


My  Country,  Tis  of  Thee. 
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fathers  died!  Land  of  the  pilgrims' pride  1  From  ev'ry  mountain  side  Let  freedom  ringl 
rocks  and  rills.Thy  woods  and  templed  hills:My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  Like  that  above. 
tonguesawake;Let  all  that  breathe  partake;Let  rocks  their  silence  break,The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright  With  freedom's  holy  light;Protect  us  by  Thy  might.Great  God, our  King. 
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Lord,  I'm  Goming  home. 
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1.  I've  wan-dered  far      a  -  way    from  God,    Now  I'm  com  -  ing  home; 

2.  I've  wast  -  ed    ma  -  ny    pre  -  cious  years,   Now  I'm  com  -  ing  home; 

3.  I'm    tired     of    sin     and  stray  -  ing,  Lord,  Now  I'm  com  -  ing  home; 
■1.  My     soul      is     sick,  my    heart     is    sore,    Now  I'm  com  -  ing  home; 
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Fine. 
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The  paths  of  sin  too  long  I've  trod,  Lord,  I'm  com  -  ing  home. 
I  now  re  -  pent  with  bit  -  ter  tears,  Lord,  I'm  com  -  ing  home. 
I'll  trust  Thy  love,  be  -  lieve  Thy  word,  Lord,  I'm  com  -  ing  home. 
My  strength  re  -  new,  my  hope  re  -  store,    Lord,  I'm  com  -  ing  home. 
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Chorus. 
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pen   wide    Thine  arms    of     love,    Lord,  Tm  com  -  ing  home. 
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Com  -  ing     home,    com  -  ing    home,    Nev  -  er  -  more   to     roam; 
%rP 
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5  My  only  hope,  my  only  plea, 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
That  Jesus  died,  and  died  for  me, 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 


6  I  need  His  cleansing  blood,  I  know, 
Now  I'm  coming  home; 
Oh,  wash  me  whiter  than  the  snow. 
Lord,  I'm  coming  home. 
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C.  F.  Butler. 


Where  Jesus  Is,  Tis  Heaven. 
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J   M.  Black. 
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1.  Since  Christ  my  soul  from  sin  set  free,  This  world  has  been  a heav'n  to  me; 

2.  OlM    h-av-.n  seemed  a  far-nff  place,  Till  Je-sus  showed  His  smil-ing  face; 
.').  What  matters  whefe  <,n  earth  we dwellVOn  mountain  top,  or  in     the    dell? 
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Fine. 


And,  'mid  earth's  sorrows  and  its  woe, 'Tis  heav'n  my  Je-sus  here  to  know. 
Now  it's  be-gun  with-in  my  soul,  Twill  last  while  end-less  a  -  ges  roll. 
In    coMage,    or    a  man-sion  fair,  Where  Je-sus  is,     'tis    heav-en  there. 
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D.  C. — On  land  or  sea,  what  mat-ters  ickerc,  Where  Je-sus  is,     'tis    heav-en   there. 


Chorus. 
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0     hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  yes    'tis  heav'n,  'Tis  heav'n  to  know  my  sins  for-giv'n; 
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0  for  a  Soul: 
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I.  Kirkratrick. 
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1.  0        for      a  soul    a  -  glow  with   love,  With  love  for  God  and  man; 

2.  A        soul   so  great  that  God      a  -  lone  Can  act  -  u  -  ate    its  will; 

3.  A      soul  that  loves  his    fel  -  low-man,   No  mat  -  ter  what  his  need; 

4.  Lord,  give  us  each     a     soul    like    this,    To  live  and  work  for  thee, 
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0  for  a  Soul! 
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Re    -   jolc-ing    ev-'ry  pass-ing    day  To     fol  -  low  God's  own  plan! 

That    ev  -  'ry  pulse  shall  beat   for  Him,  His   pur  -  pose     to      ful-fill. 

That    fol -lows  out   the  Gold -en  Rule,  In   tho't,  and  word,  and  deed. 

And     do     our   best   to  el    -    e  -  vate  En  -  tire     hu   -  man  -  i  -  ty. 
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T.  H. 


Ghrist  is  All  I  Need. 


COPYRIGHT.  19-4  8Y  THORO  HARRIS. 


Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  On   the  cross  my  Sav  -  ior    died,  All  I  need,  all  I  need;  With  my  Lord  i 

2.  He  re-deemed  me  from  the   fall,  All  I  need,  all  I  need;  He      is  now  my 

3.  Heal-ing  in  His  blood    I    find,  All  I  need,  all  I  need;  Strength  for  bod-y, 

4.  As     a  branch  is    to    the   vine,  All  I  need,  all  I  need;     I    am  His,  and 

5.  He    im-parts  the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  All  I  need,  all  I  need;  Saved  un  -  to  the 

6.  Laud  His  name  thro' endless  days,  All  I  need,  all  I  need;   Sing  His  ev-er 
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den-ti-fled,   Christ  is  all  I  need. 

All    in    all,   Christ  is  all  I  need. 

ease  for  mind,  Christ  is  all  I  need. 

He  is  mine,  Christ  is  all  I  need. 

ut-ter-most,  Christ  is  all  I  need. 

last-ing  praise,  Christ  is  all  I  need. 
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Pardon,  pu-ri  •  ty  and  pow'r,  Per-fect 


peace  each  day  and  hour,        Hope  of  life    for-ev  -  er-more— Christ  is  all   I  need. 
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At  the  Gross. 


COPTBiGMT.  ««.   BY  R.   E.  HUDSON. 


R.  E.  Hudson. 
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1.   A    -   las!  and    fid  my  Sav-ior  bleed?  And  did  mySourfi«rndie?Would  He  de- 
'_'.   Was    it    for  crimes  that  I  have  done, He  proinwl  upon  the  tree ?   A-inaz  -  ing 
3.   But  drops  of    grief  can  ne'er  re-pav  The  debt  of  love  1  o\\e;Here,  Lord,  I 
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Chorus. 
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vote  that  sa-cred  head  For  such  a  worm  as      I? 

pit  -  y,  grace  unknown. And  love  beyond  de-gree!  At  the  cross,  at   the  cross, 

give  my -self     a-wav,  'Tis  all  that  I    can    do! 
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where  I    first  saw   the  light,  And  the  burden  of  my  heart  rolled  a-way— 
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It  was  there  by  faith  I  received  my  sight,  And  now  I  am  happy  all   the  day 
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In  the  Gross  of  Ghrist. 

Rathbln.S.  7. 
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John  Bowrinfc. 
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Christ    I     glo  -  ry,  Tow'ring  o'er  the   wrecks  of  time; 
life      o'er-take  me,  Hopes  deceive,  and    fears  an-noy, 
bliss       is  beam-ing  Light  and  love  up  -  on     my  way, 


1.  In       the  cross 

2.  When  the  woes 

3.  When  the  sun 

4.  Bane  and  bless  -  ing,   pain    and  pleas-ure,    By  the  cross  are     sane  -  ti  -  fied; 
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In  the  Gross 


of  Ghrist. 
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All   tho  light     of    sa    -    cred    sto-ry    Gath-ers  round  its  head   sub -lime. 
Nev  -  er  shall     the  cross     for-sake  me;   Lol     it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 
From  the  cross  the  ra  -  diance  streaming  Adds  more  lus-ter      to    the    day. 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  meas-ure,  Joys  that  thro'  all  time    a  -  bide. 
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Stand  Up  for  Jesus. 

Webb.    7s.  6s.  D. 
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1.  Stand  up!  stand  up     for     Je  -  sus!  Ye      sol  -  diers     of      the       cross; 

2.  Stand  up  1  stand  up     for     Je   -  sus!  The  trum  -  pet     call       o    -    bey; 
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Fine. 
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Lift  high  His  roy  -  al  ban  -  ner,  It  must  not  suf  -  fer  loss: 
Forth  to  the  might  -y  con  -  flict,  In  this  His  glo  -  rious  dayl 
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D.S.-Till    ev  -  'ry   foe       is  van-quished,  And  Christ   is     Lord    in    -    deed. 
\).S-Let  eour  -  age  rise     with  dan  -  ger,  And  strength  to  strength   op    -    pose. 


From   vie  -  fry  un  -  to     vie  -  fry  His    ar  -  my    shall     He        lead, 
"Ye     that     are  men,  now  serve  Him,"  A-gainst   un-num-bered     foes; 
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Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you— 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own: 
Put  on  the  gospel  armor, 

And,  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 


Stand  up!  stand  up  for  Jesus! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
This  day,  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next,  the  victor's  song: 
To  him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be; 
He  with  the  King  of  glory 

Shall  reign  eternally. 
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"Almost  Persuaded." 

COPYRIGHT,    1»02     By  TMf  jOMh  CMUHCH  CO. 
UeED  tV  PtR. 


1.  "Al-most  per-suad  -  ed"  now  to  be  -  lieve;  "Al  -  most  per  -  suad  -ed 
L\  "Al  -  moil  i>er-snad-ed,"  come, come  to-day;  "Al-nrnst  per  -  suad  -  ed, 
3.  "Al  -  most  per-suad  -ed,"  bar  -  vest    is     past!     "Al  -  most  per-suad  -  ed, 


+  H  rirriFi  V ::: M 


imi 


s 


0  . 


Christ   to     re  -  ceive: 
turn     not    a  -  way; 
doom  comes  at  last! 
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Seems  now  some  soul     to    say,  "Go,   Spir  -  it, 

Je    -   sus    in  -  vites  you   here,  An  -  gels    are 

lAl  -  most"  can  -  not    a  -  vail;  "Al  -  most"   is 
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go  Thy  way,  Some  more  con  -  ven  -  ient  day  On  Thee  I'll  call." 
lingering  near,  Prayers  rise  from  heart  so  dear,  0  wanderer,  come, 
but   to     fail!     Sad,     sad,  that  bit  -  ter  wail— "Al  -  most— but    lost!" 
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A  Prayer  for  Soul  Rest. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Invitation  Hymn.     L.  M. 


Har.  by  Thoro  Harris. 


1.  0      that  my  load     of 

2.  Rest  for  my  soul      I 
i).  Break  off  the  yoke   of 

4.  I   would,  but  Thou  must 

j.  Come, Lord,the  drooping 


sin  were  gone!  0   that  I  could    at   last  sub-mit 

long  to  find:  Sav-ior  of  all,   if  mine  Thou  art, 

in-bred  sin,  And    ful-ly    set     my  spir-it  free; 

give  the  i>"\v'r.My  heart  from  ev-'ry  sin    re-lease; 

sin-ner  cheer,  Nor  let  Thy  char-iot-wheels  de-lay; 
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A  Prayer  for  Soul  Rest. 
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At  Je-sus'  feet  to  lay  it  down;  To  lay  my  soul  at  Je-sus'  feet. 
Give  me  Thy  meek  and  low-ly  mind,  And  stamp  Thine  im-age  on  my  heart. 
I        can-not  rest  till  pure  with-in,    Till       I   am  whol  -  ly         lost  in  Thee. 
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Bring  near, bring  near  the  joy-ful  hour,  And    fill  me  with 
Ap-pear,  in  my  poor  heart  ap-pearl  My  God,  my  Sav 
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per-fect  peace, 
come  a-wayl 
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When  Mother  Prayed. 
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1.  When  mother  pray'd!  0  precious  hour  When  God  would  come  in  might-y  pow'rl 

2.  When  mother  pray'd!  ah,  then  I  knew  With-  in  my  soul   that  God  was  true; 

3.  And  tho'  the  years  may  come  and  go,  This  heart  of  mine   can  nev  -  er  know 

4.  Tho' oth-er  scenes  may  be  for -got,  While  life  shall  last  this  one  can -not; 
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)    mem-'rvsweet!  0     hallowed  place  Where  God  did  shi 
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0  mem-'ry  sweet!  0     hallowed  place  Where  God  did  shine    in  mother's  face. 

1  could  no  long  -  er  doubt  his  love,  But  yield  -  ed  all, — born  from  a  -  bove. 
A  sweet-er  ^me  than  that  blest  hour  When  Je  -  sus  came  in  sav-ing  pow'r. 
When  mother  pray'd!  0    peace  di  -  vine!  My  mother's  God     to  -  day  is  mine. 
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D.S.'Her  heart  and  mind  on  Chritt  was  stayed,  And  God  was  there  when  mother  pray'd. 
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Chorus. 
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When  mother  pray'd, she  found  sweet  rest!  When  mother  pray'd,  her  soul  was  blestl 
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Dead  to  the  World. 


Mr*.  Phebe  E.  Hunt.  ,  3   ar  *u  j  \\  m.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


1.  A      full     6ur  nri-dt-r  now  I  make, 

2.  Je  -  sus,     on  thee  1  DOW  tit*- j>«*n tl , 

3.  Je  -  sus,     my  Lord,  ray  life,  ray  all, 


Ac  -  cept    it,  Lord,  for  Je-sus'  sake; 
Come,  Ho  -  ly  Ghost  on  me  de-scend; 
fol  -  low  thee  at  ev-'ry  call, 
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Will  -  ing      to  be,  or  not  to     be, 
And  may      I     ev-'ry  promise  prove, 
And  thine  the  glo-ry  all  shall   be, 


What-ev  -  er  seemeth  good  to  thee. 
Un  -  til  my  soul  is  lost  in  love. 
In    time  and  thro'  e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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Chorus. 
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Dead  to  the  world,  0  may  I     be  Con-tent  to  fol-low  on-ly  theel 

O  miy  I    be  Cod  -  teat    to   fol     •      low  on  -  ly  thee! 
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May"    all     of  self    in  me  be  slain,        And  thon  a-lone  su-preme-ly  reign. 


self  .in    .       me 


me  be  slain. 
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Faith  of  Our  Fathers. 
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Frederick  W.  Faber. 


Adapted  by  J.  O.  Walton. 


1.  Faith  of  our  fa-thersl  liv  -ing  still      Jn  spite  of  dungeon,  fire  and  sword: 

2.  Our  fa-thers,chain'd  in  pris  -  ons  dark,  Were  still  in  heart  and  conscience  free; 

3.  Faith  of  our  fa-thers!  we  will  love  Both  friend  and  foe    in    all  our  strife; 


m^m^^m 


*-+=? 


«=3 


^ 


m 


• 


Faith  of  Our  Fathers. 
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0    how  our  hearts  beat  high  with  joy  When-e'er  we  hear  that  glorious  word: 

How  sweet  would  be  their  children's  fate,  If  they, like  them,  could  die  for  theel 

And  preach  thee, too, as  love  knows  how,  By  kind-ly  words  and  virtuous    life: 
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Faith  of  our  fa  -  thers!  ho 
J    g^ 
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ly  faith!  We  will  be  true 
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to    thee    till  death! 
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Only  One. 


T.  H. 
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Thoro  Harris. 
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1.  Who  your  guilt  can  bear  a-  way,  Turn 

2.  Who  your  spir  -  it   can  in-spire?  Who 

3.  Who  can  dis  -  si  -  pate  the  gloom,Turn 

4.  Who  can  for  your  sins  a-tone?   Who 

5.  Who  can  wash  a  -  way  the  stain  Till 

h    h    h    h  h 


SdMM 


Tft 


your  night  to  glo-rious  day,  Help  you 
can  quell  each  vain  de-sire?  Who  can 
a  -  way  the  sin-ner's doom, With  his 
can  keep  you  all  his  own, Make  your 
no  trace   of  guilt  re-main,  Help  you 
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Choeus. 
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tread  the  gold  -  en  way?  On  ■  ly  One. 

lift     you  high  andhigh'r?On  -  ly  One. 

light  your  soul   il  -  lume?  On  -  ly  One. 

heart  his  roy  -  al  throne?  On  -  ly  One. 

glo   -  ry     to     at  -  tain?  On  -  ly  One. 
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He's  the  One,  the    on  -  ly  One 
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Who  can  lift  you    to  the  throne 
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mer-its  of  God's  Son:  He's  the  One. 
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Farewell.  My  Sinful  Pleasures. 


VMM  A.  Dake. 

0  \  m r ; 

COTTRtCMT  BY  T 
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Ida  M.  Dake. 

"1 — I  '  r  in 

1.  Take    the  world 

2.  While    my  h«'art  - 

3.  All      that  fame 

4.  I          now  glad 
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with      its     fol  - 
strings  are   break 
or     that  pleas  - 
-    ly     give     up 
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lies        and  rich 

-  ing         a  -  sun 

ure        can     of 

all          to    Je 
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-  es,  All  its 
-     der,        And     I 

-  fer,          All  that 

-  sus,         Take  the 
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pleas  -  ures  I've  count  -  ed 
tear  -  ful -  ly  gaze  on 
wealth  or  that  hon  -  or 
cross,  die    the   death     to 


but 
the 
can 
the 


dross; 
past, 

world; 
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And  the  dread  of 

Fr<»m  the  wreck  of 

All,   yea,    all,  that 

Sep  -  a   -   ra    -  tioo, 
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com  -  ing    to  -  nior  -  row,  Mock  its  joys,  turn  its  gains  all   to  loss, 

earth-ly     am  -  bi   -  tion,  I  have  fled  to  my  Sav  -  ior    at  last, 

ev    -    er  had  hoped    for,  Glad-ly   goes;  on  His  cross  let  them  die. 

mot -to       I    her  -  aid;  O'er  the  cross      is  that  mot-to    un   -  furled. 


Chorus. 
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Fare-well,  my     sin   -  ful  pleas  -  ures,  Fare-well,      my  com  -  rades  all; 


177       When  I  Survey  the  Wondrous  Gross. 


Isaac  Watts. 


Eucharist.    L.  M. 


Isaac  B.  Woodbury. 
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1.  When   I  survey  the  wondrous  cross  On  which   the  Prince    of    glo 

2.  Forbid  it,  Lord, that  I  should  boast,Save  in       the  death   of  Christ,  my  God; 

3.  See,  from  llis  head,Uis  hands,  His  feet,  Sor-row     and  love    flow  mingled  down; 

4.  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine,That  were    a    pres  -  ent    far_  too_small; 
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My  richest  gain  I    count  but  loss,  And  pour  con -tempt  on    all   my  pride. 
All  the  Tain  things  that  charm  me  most,  I    sac  -  ri  -  fice   them  to    His  blood. 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sor-row  meet,  Or  thorns  com-pose     so    rich  a    crown? 
Love  so  a-maz-ing,  so       di- vine,  De-mands  my  soul,   my   life,  my    all! 
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178         0  for  a  Heart  to  Praise  My  God! 

Charles  Wesley.  Woodland.C.  M. 
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1.0     for  a  heart  to  praise  my  God,  A  heart  from  sin  set  free, A  heart  that  al- 

2.  A  heart  resigned,  submissive, meek,My  great  Re-deem-er's  throne,Where  on  -  ly  Christ 

3.  0    for     a  low-ly,  con-trite  heart,  Be-liev-ing,true, and  clean, Which  nei-ther  life 

4.  A  heart  in  ev-'ry   tho't  renewed,  And  full  of  love  di  -  vine;  Per-fect,and  right, 
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ways  feels  Thy  blood, A  heart  that  always  feels  Thy  blood,  So  free  -  ly  spilt  for  me! 
is  heard  to  speak,Where  on-ly  Christ  is  heard  to  speak,Where  Je-sus  reigns  a  -  lone, 
nor  death  can  part,Which  neither  life  nor  death  can  part  From  Him  that  dwells  within! 
and  pure, and good,Perfect, and  right,and  pure.and  good- A  cop  -  y,  Lord,  of  Thine. 

See 
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To  be  Lost  in  the  Night. 


COnrR»GMT.  1991    VIVIAN  A    0  »KC.         OWNED  BY  T     M     NELSON. 
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Ella  Bute  Bishop. 
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Oh,  nunc     to     UH 

His       gnat,  lov  -  lag  heart 

Your      time  now    is     pass 
To    be    lost     in    the  night, 
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i<Tr,    thr.u  poor,  wea  ry  soul,  'Tis 

beats    in      pit  -   y     for  Thee,      He 

mg,     e  -    ter  -  nity's  near.  The 

in       e  -   tor     nity's  night,  To 


Je  -  sus    in-vites  thee  to    come;  By    the  pow'r  of  His    blood 

anxious  -  ly  waits  for  thee   now;  Oh,          turn  not    a  -   way, 

sun     hang!     low  o'er  thy   way;  Oh,         turn  to  Him     now, 

sink    in    de-apair  and    in    woe!  But        such  is    thy    doom. 
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would  He  now  make  thee  whole.  And    fit    thee    to  dwell     in   His  home, 
but      His  bleed-tag  hands  see, They  '11  smooth  the  dark  clouds  from  thy  brow, 
the     glad  gos  -  pel  word  hear,  Oh,    has  -  ten  while  yet   there  is    day. 
if      thou  turn   from  ihe   light,  Re  -  f us    ing    His   mer  -  cy     to  know. 
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Use  last  stanza  for  Chorus. 


180  The  Suffering  Savior. 

William  B.  Tappan.  Olive's  Brow.    L.  M.  William  B.  Bradburv. 
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'Tis  midnight;  and  on  Ol-ive's  brow  The  star  is  rfimmed  that  late-ly  shone: 
'Tis  midnight;  and  from  all  re-moved, The  Sav-ior  wrestles  lone  with  fears; 
'Tis  midnight;  and  fur  oth-ers'  guilt  The  Man  of  Sorrow  weeps  in  blood; 
"lis  midnight;  and  from  e-ther-plains  Is  borne  the  song  that  an  -  gels  know; 
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The  Suffering  Savior. 
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'Tis  midnight;  in  the  gar  -  den,  now,  The  suff'ring  Savior  prays  a  -  lone. 
E'en  that  dis-ci-ple  whom  He  loved  Heeds  not  his  Master's  grief  and  tears. 
Yet  He  that  hath  in  an  -  guish  knelt  Is  not  for-sak-en  by  his  God. 
Un-heard  by  mortals  are  the  strains  That  sweetly  soothe  the  Sav-ior's  woe. 
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Lost! 


F.  A.  M. 


COPYRIGHT,  1869.  DY  T.  B.  ARNOLD. 


F.  A.  Miller. 


1.  Lost    to    the  sound  of  the   Spir-it's  sweet  call,   Lost    to  the  gift    of  God's 

2.  Lost      a-mid  ser-mons  where  Sabbath  light  gleamed,Lost  'mid  the  pleadings  of 

3.  Lost    to  the  home  where  the  ho  -  ly  shall  dwell,  Lost    to  the  songs  that  the 

4.  Lost  where  the  bil- lows  of    tor-ment  e'er    roll,   Lost  where  God's  wrath-flame  en- 


"Ran-som  for  all,"  Lost  in  e  -  ter-nal  gloom  wro't  by  the  fall,  Lost! There  is 
God's  own  redeemed,Lost  while  the  fam  -  i  -  ly  al-tar's  light  streamed,Lost!The  fond 
ran-somed  shall  swell,Lost  to  the  cit  -  y  that  hears  no  death-knell,Lost!Dearones 
vel  -  opes  the  soul,  Lost  where  no  gleam  of  hope  comes  to  con  -  sole,  Lost  in    e- 
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Ekfrain. 
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par -don  no  more. 
plead-ings  are  o'er, 
beck-on    no    more. 
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ter  -  ni  -  ty's  gloom!  Lost!  Lost!  Lost! 


Lost!  Lost!  Lost!   Lost!  There  is  par-don  no  more. 
Lost!  Lost!  Lost!   Lost!  The  fond  pleadings  are  o'er. 
Lost!  Lost!  Lost!   Lost!  Dear  ones  beckon  no  more. 
Lost    in    e- ter- ni-ty's  gloom! 
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T.  II.  Nri 


Speed  Away!  Speed  Away! 
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l.  Bpeed  a- way, speeds- way,    0,    ye  ber-alde   of   light,  To  the 

i*.  S|mhm1  a-  \va\  ,epeed  a-  e/aj  .  Yon'recommissioned  of  God,  Qood 

.'i.  B] d  a- way,  speed  a- waj,   On  your  mis-sion  eo   blest*  That. 

4.  Speed  ;i-\vay,h|H-.-,i  a- way,    0,     ye  met  -  een-gera  true,  The 


t=t 


\ Z — , — \ — -£ — g^-y „ — y      i         -fr-^g- 


^^s 


s    s 


J  >.  J  . 


S    J 


^ 


mil-lioos now aj •  log  in  sin's  aw-fal  night:      In     (Ii-iikc 

titl  -  ings  to  pn-a<-h  thro'rmiman-u- «'l*s  blond  ;    Bacfa    BUI 

mil-lions  now  bnr-dened  may  eoon  be  at  reel ;   Throw    o  -  pen  their 

bar-vest   is  great  and  the   la  -  bor -ers  f.w  ;      Bach    need    will  th«- 
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eti-tion  and  bond-age  they  dwell,  While  words  are  too  weak  of  their 
tempter  may  now  be   forgiven,      And    make  out   a      ti  -  tie     to 
pris-on,  give    lib  -  er  -  ty  sweet,    And    bring  them  as  trophies  to 
Lord  of   the   har- vest  sup-ply,    And  the  might  -y     re-sults  shall  be 
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suff-'ring  to  tell.      Then  fly  to  their  res-cne,  o,  has-ten  to-day; 
man-sions  in  heav'n.  'Tis    Je- sus  that  asks  it,    no  long- er    de-lay; 
Je  -  sus'  blest  feet.      0,      lin  -  ger  no  lon-ger,  but  a<  t  while  you  may; 
seen  by  and  by    When  the  reapers  are  paid  at  the  end   of    the  day; 


rit. 


Words  CopjrriglitoU,  UW,  bjr  T.  U,  Kckoa, 


183 


Missionary's  Farewell, 


Rev.  I.  B. 


Rev.  I.  Baltzkx. 
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1.  On    the    shore, 

2.  Hark!  I      hear 

3.  Just   be  -  yond 

4.  Fa  -  ther,  moth 

5.  Bear  me     on, 


be-yond  the  sea,  Where  the    fields 
the  Mas-ter  say,    "Up,    ye     reap    - 
the  roll-ing  tide,     The    up  -  lift      - 
er,  dar-ling  child,      I    must    bid 
thou  rest- less  sea,     Let    the     winds 


are  bright  and  fair, 
ers!  why  so  slow!" 

edhand  I  see; 
you  all   a-dieu; 

the  canvas  swell; 
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There's  a 

To        the  vine 

Lo!      the  gates 

Far       a    -  way 

Af   *   ric's  shore 


call,  a  plain-tive  plea,       I     must  hast     -    en    to  be  there. 


a  plain-tive  plea,       I     must  hast     -    en    to  be  there, 
yard,  far     a  -  way,    Earth-ly     kin    -    dred,  let  me  go. 
are  o  -  pen  wide,    And  the    lost  are  call-ing  me. 

in  Af  -  ric's  wild,  There's  a     work         for  me  to    do. 
I  long    to    see,    Dear -est    friends,  farewell,  farewell. 
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I      can  -  not         stay,       'Tis      the 


Let     me         go. 

I       can  -  not    stay, 
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ter    call  -  ing    me,      Let    me      go, 
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Mas  -  ter, 


k     k 

Tis     the 
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Mas  -  ter 


I     must    o  -  bey, 
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o  -  bey, 
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Na  -  tive    land, farewell      to    thee. 

fare  -  well     to     thee, 
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From  "Golden  Songs,"  by  per. 
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Missionary  Battle  Song. 


Thomas  II 


Fannie  Birdball. 
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God  need  the  day  when  thoumdi  shall  a-rise,  and     In  the  itrnrtk  which 

To      heath-en  lands  where  bid's  bUrk  chariot  rolls,  when*  daily  die  one 

O'er  China's  plains  and  [ndia'i  coral  strand.  Thro'  Afric'e  swamps  and 
Think  of  the  shame  and  mfring  which  Ifctj  bear,  And  in  their  l<>-- 
Ifag  -  ic  di  -  vine!    the  goa-pel  bo-gle  blast  Trims  forme  ik«  prii  • 
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Christ  a-lone  rap-plies;  Haste  to  the  land  where sn  -  i*-r-sti-tion  reigns, 
hun-drcd  thons-and  eonls;  Bear  pre-cions  seed,  be-deweabyea-cred  tears, 

Tur-key's  blood-stained  land.  We'll  glad-ly  bear  Iin-man-uel'a  flag  un-furled, 
you  and  I  no  share'.'  God's  word  is  plain,  His  will  is  now  dis-played, 
blest     i  -  con-o-claste;  Na  -  tions  are  born  to   Je  -  sus     in     a  dav, 
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And    on  those  count-less  mil-lions  press  the  Sa   -   vior's   claims. 
And  preach  the  com  -  ing  king-dom  till  our  Lord         ap  -  pears. 
And  preach  the  love  of  Christ  our  Sa-vior     all    'round  the  world. 
The     dy  -  ing  groans  of  mil-lions  form  a    call  for        aid. 

And    all     the  world  in  gladness  own  His  right    -    eous     sway. 
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Were    work-ing,   were    prav-ing,  with  gos  -  pel     flag     un-furled 
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Till    Christ   shall    reign     in    tri-umph     o'er    the    whole    wide     world. 
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The  Morning  Light. 


Samuel  F.  Smith. 
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1.  The   morn  -  ing  light    is      break  -  ing;  The   dark  -  ness  dis-  ap  - 

2.  See    heath  -  en    na  -  tions    bend  -  ing,    Be  -  fore   the    God  we 

3.  Blest    riv    -  er    of    sal   -   va  -  tion,    Pur  -  sue  thine  on  -  ward 


pears; 
love, 
way; 


IS 


tn 


&^\ 


1 — r- 


0  I   ® 

^     I        i 

i       !      1 

Fine. 

l/l  > 

i      r  m 

1               i 

i          \         m       Ji 

/h 

m          mm 

d             I 

\        m          .       4 

-»-j    •^ 

f\Y       j 

n  "               J       3 

S           J 

= 

J        1        J         \ 

&|  «x 

V]J       d 

1                      9         0 

# 

m         \       m      A 

The      sons    of  earth  are 
And     thousand  hearts  as    - 
Flow    thou  to    ev  -  'ry 
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wak  -  ing 
cend  -  ing 
na  -  tion, 

To      pen   -  i  -   ten  -  tial    tears; 
In       grat  -  i  -  tude      a    -  bove; 
Nor     in      thy   rich  -  ness    stay; 
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D.S.-Oi      na- tions  in      com-mo  -  tion,      Pre-pared    for    Zi  -  on's 
D.  iS'.-And    seek  the  Sav  -  ior"s  bless  -  ing,     A    na    -   tion    in        a 
D.  &-Stay  not    till  all       the     ho   -    ly    Pro-claim,  "The  Lord    is 


war. 
day. 
come!" 
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Each  breeze  that  sweeps  the     o  -  cean  Brings   ti  -  dings  from   a  -   far, 
While  sin  -  ners,   now     con  -  fess  -  ing,  The      gos  -  pel    call    o   -  bey, 
Stay    not    till       all      the    low  -  ly    Tri  -  umph-ant  reach  their  home: 
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Savior,  Like  a  Shepherd. 


HoROTIIY  A.  TlllM  II 


Wm  I.1AM   B    F.HADBrRT. 


,       Sav  -  ior,  like  a  Shop  -  herd  lead  us, 

(In      Thy  pleasant   pastures  feed  us, 

2    J  We     are  Thine,  do  Thou  be-friend  us, 

*"   I  Keep  Thy  rJock,  from  sin  de  -  fend  M, 

o    f  Thou  hast  prom  -  ised  to  re  -  ceive  us, 

"  \  Thou  hast  mer  -  cy     to  re  -  lieve  us, 

•       Kar  -  ly     let     us     seek  Thy  fa  -  r©r, 

'  \  Bless  -  exl  Lord,  and  on  -  ly 


Much  we  need  Thvtend'rest  care;   "I 
our  DM  I  fiy  foldl  pre-pare;    J 


roi 

Be       the   guardian  of  our   way; 
Seek    us     when  we  go  a  -  l 
Poor    and  sin  -  ful  tho'  we   be; 
Grace  to  cleanse,  and  pow'r  to  free; 
Kar  -  ly     let    us  do  Thy  will; 
Sav  -  ior,    With  Thy  love  our  bos-oras  fill; 
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Bless-ed  Je  -  sus,     Bless-ed    Je  -  sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us,  Thine  we   are; 


Bless-ed  Je  -  bus, 
Bless-ed  Je  -  sus, 
Bless-ed  Je  -  bus, 
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Bless-ed    Je  -  sus,  Hear,  oh,  hear 
Blessed    Je  -  bus,  We      will  ear    - 
Bless-ed    Je  -  sus,  Thou  hast  loved 


us  when  we  pray; 
ly  turn  to  thee; 
us,   love    us    still; 
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ed  Je  -  sus, 
Bless-ed  Je  -  bus, 
Bless-ed  Je  -  sus, 
Blessed  Je-  sus, 
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Bless-ed  Je  -  sus,  Thou  hast  bought  us.  Thine  we  are. 
Bless-ed  Je  -  sus,  Hear,  oh,  hear  us  when  we  pray. 
Bless-ed  Je  -  sus,  We  will  ear  -  ly  turn  to  thee. 
Bless-ed  Je  -  sus,  Thou   hast  loved   us.  love   us  still. 
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Jesus  Loves  Even  Me. 


P.P.B. 
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1.  I    am   so  glad  that  our  Fa  -  ther  in  heav'n  Tells  of    His  love    in    the 

L\  Tho'  I  for  -  get  Him  and  wan  -der  a  -  way,     Still  He  doth  love  me  wher- 

3.  Oh,  if  there's  on  -  ly  one    song  I  can  sing,  When  in   His  beau  -  ty     I 
|s     (s     ^     ^     |s     (s       IS     ft     h     I 
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Book  He  has  giv'n, 
ev    -  er     I    stray; 
see  the  Great  King, 
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Won  -  der  -  ful  things  in     the       Bi  -  ble     I    see; 

Back    to    His  dear     lov  -  ing  arms  would  I    flee, 

This  shall  my  song     in     e    -  ter  -   ni  -  ty    be: 
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Chorus. 


This     is    the    dear 

When   I      re -mem 

"Oh,    what    a     won 
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est,  that  Je  -  su3  loves  me. 
ber,  that  Je  -  sus  loves  me. 
der  that  Je  -  sus  loves  me.' 
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I     am  so  glad  that 
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Je  -  sus 
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loves  me, 

Je   -  sus  loves    me, 

Je  -  sus    loves  me, 
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I    am  so  glad  that  Je  - 
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loves  me,    Je  -  sus  loves  e   -  ven    me 
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Jewels. 


ke>.  W.  O.  Cushlng. 
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1.   When   Hi-  i MB  -  eth,  when  He  <<nn  -  <th 
2f    H«'        will  g;ith  -  t-r,      He     will  ^Mth  -  »-r 

3.  Lit  -  tic  chfl-dno,  lit-  tie  dn-dna, 
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rI«»  nutke    uj»      His    jr. 

OH    fur     His  kiin!-J"Mi; 
Who lOTfl  th«ir   Ke-deem-er, 
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All     His     jew  -  els,     pre-cious    jew  -  els, 
All    the    pure  ones,    all     the  bright  ones, 
Are   the     jew  -  els,     pre-cious    jew  -  els, 


i 

His  loved  and  His  own,- 
His  loved  and  His  own, 
His    loved  and    His    own. 
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j  Like  thestarsof  themorning,  Hisbrightcrown 
(  Theyshallshineintheirbeauty,[0?)iit    .    .     . 
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adorning, 

.    .]  Bright  gems  for  His  crown. 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 

(The  favorite  Hymn  of  Chioi) 
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1.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  this    I    know,  For  the   Bi  -  ble   tells    me  so;  Lit  -  tie 

2.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  He  who  died,    Heaven's  gate  to    o    -   pen  wide; He  will 

3.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  loves  me  still,  Tho'  I'm  ver  -  y  weak  and  ill;  From  His 

4.  Je  -  sus  loves  me!  He  will  stay    Close  be  -  side  me  all   the  way;    If    I 
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Jesus  Loves  Me. 


Chorus. 
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ones  to  Him  be-long,  They  are  weak  but  He  is  strong. 

wash  a  -  way  my  sin,   Let    His   lit  -  tie  child  come  in.   Yes,  Je-sus  loves  me, 

shining  throne  on  high,  Comes  to  watch  me  where  I  lie. 

love  Him  when  I    die,     He  will  take  me  home  on  high.  _-   _+.   -  . 
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Yes,  Je  -  sus  loves  me,  Yes,  Je  -  sus  loves  me,  The  Bi  -  ble  tells  me  so. 
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190         I  Think,  When  I  Read  That  Sweet  Story. 

Mrs.  J.  Luke.  Old  Melody. 
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1.  I      think,  when  I    read  that  sweet  sto-ry     of    old,  When     Je  -  sus  was 

2 .  I       wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head ,  That  His  arms  had  been 
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here  a-mongmen,   How  He  called  lit  -  tie  chil-dren  as  lambs  to  His  fold, 
thrown  around  me,    And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind  look  when  He  said, 
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I    should  like    to  have  been  with  them  then 
Let  the    lit  -  tie  ones  come  un  -  to   me." 
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3  Yet  still  to   His  footstool   in 
prayer  I  may  go, 
And  ask  for  a  share  in  His 
love; 
And  if  I  now  earnestly  seek  Him 
below, 
I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him 
above. 
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1.  Happy  Chris-tian  chil-dren  are  we,  Joy-ous  as  the  birds  and  free; 

2.  Hap-py  Cfarit-tUo  chil-dren  are  we,  Sor-row-ful  we  can  not  be; 

3.  Hap-py  Oiris-tian  chil-dren  are  we,  To   our  God  we  bend  the  knee; 
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For  we  love  tho  Mas  -  ter's  name,      Love  to  spread  His  wondrous  fame. 
For  our  sins  are  washed  a    -    way,       And    our  bur-dens  down  we    lay. 
For  us    all   He  will       pro  -  vide,      Noth-ing  good    is      lis     de-nied. 
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Hap-py,  hap-py  Chris-tian 
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And  we  love  to  tell    of    all   His     goodness,  Sing  His  praises  far  and  near. 
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Charles  Wesley. 


Gentle  Jesus. 


Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp. 
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D  -tie    Je  -  sus,     meek  and  mild,    Look  up  -  on         a  lit  -  tie  child; 

2.  Lamb  of  God,      I        look    to  Thee,   Thoushaltmy      ex  -  am  -  pie     be; 

3.  Let  me,     a  -  bove        all,  ful  -  fill      All      my  hoav'n  -  ly  Fa-ther's  will; 
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Gentle  Jesus. 
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Pit  -  y  my  sim  -  plic  -i  -  ty;  Suf-fer  me  to  come  to  Thee. 
Thou  art  gen  -  tie,  meek  and  mild,  Thou  wast  once  a  lit  -  tie  child. 
Nev  -  er    His   good  Spir  -  it     grieve,  On  -  ly     to     His    glo  -  ry    live. 
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Garnering  In. 


1.  Go        to  the  fields  of   the  Mas-ter,  and  la-bor,  Gar  -  ner-ing  faith-ful-ly, 

2.  Glean  the  rich  har-vest  from  hill-side   and  val-ley,  Gar  -  ner-ing  faith-ful-ly, 

3.  We     will  be  glean-ers  for    Je  -  sus    our  Sav-ior,  Gar  -  ner-ing  faith-ful-ly, 
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gar-ner-ing  in;  Thrust  in  your  sick  -  le  and  reap  the  rich  har  -  vest, 
gar-ner-ing  in;  Who  will  be  first  in  the  work  of  the  Mas  -  ter, 
gar-ner-ing  in;  Glean  -  ing  for  souls  for    the  heav-en  -  ly    king  -  dom, 
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D.  S. — Je  -  «ms  in-vites  thee     to  work  in   His  vine  -  yard, 
Fine.    Chorus. 


S 


SS3E5 


±: 


5F*=3 


-*-^ 


j? — t^ — ^ — t^ — V 


m 


Gar  -  ner  the  good  from  the  fields      of  sin. 

Ear  -  nest-ly  striv-ing     a  crown       to  win?  Up     and  a -way,  for   the 

And   a  bright,  beau-ti  -  ful  crown  we'll  win. 
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Haste  f  Aee  and  6ear  Jae  ripe  sheaves    a-way 
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ilds  are  all  ripen-ing,  Great   is  the  end      of     thy     la  -  bor    to  -  day; 
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Mighty  Army  of  the  Young. 


John  R.  Coljjan.    copv*ic»ht,  is* t ,  t»»  a.  r    MtvtRt.  owner. 


A.  F.  Myers. 
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1.  Might -J      ar  -  my     «.f     th»- young,  Lift  your  voir.-     in   cfcMC  -  ful    song, 

2.  ToagoetofdiiMraitBgfat  and  bee,  Tongues  of  youth,  all    full    of    0m, 
.'{.  Je  -   mis  lives!  0  blm-ed wordilEjDg    of   kinus,  and  Lord   of    l^rds! 
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Send  the  welcome  word  a- long,  Je-sus  lives!  Once  Hediedforyouandme, 
Sing  to  all  on  land  and  sea,  Je-sus  lives!  Light  foryoa,  ami  all  mankind, 
Liftthecross,andsueathethesword,  Je-sus  lives!   See,  He  breaks  the  prison  wall, 
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Bore  our  sins  up-on  the  tree;NowHe  lives  to  make  us  free,— Je-sus  lives! 
Sightfor  all  bv  sin  made  blind;  Life  in  Je-sus  all  may  find, —Je-sus  lives! 
Throws  a-side  the  dreadful  pall,  Conquersdeath  at  once  for  all,— Je-sus  fives! 
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Wait  not  till  the  shad-ows  lengthen , 

Wait                             not, 
r-f=-i rtf» tf» • 1 

till  you  old  -  er  grow, 
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Sing. 
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Wait  not,  wait 
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Sin? 


Im 


ceshigh, 

I 


sing  for  Je-sus    ev  - 'ry-where you    go;     Lift  your  joy 

Sing. 
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Mighty  Army  of  the  Young. 
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Repeat  Chorus  pp. 
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Kinging  clear  thro'  earth  and  sky,  Let  the  bless-ed  ti-dings  fly,— Je-sus  lives! 
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Bring  Them  In. 


Alexcenah  Thomas,     copyright,  tees,  or  w.  a  ogden.  used  by  permission,    w.  a.  Ogdeo. 
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1.  Harkl 'tis  the  Shepherd's  voicel  hear,   Out   in    the  des-ert  dark  and  drear, 

2.  Who'll  go  and  help  this  Shepherd  kind,  Help  Him  the  wand'ring  ones  to  find? 

3.  Out      in  the  des-ert  hear  their  cry,  Out    on    the  mountains  wild  and  high; 
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Call  -  ing  the  sheep  who've  gone  astray  Far  from  the  Shepherd's  fold  a-way. 
Who  '11  bring  the  lost  ones  to  the  fold,  Where  they'll  be  sheltered  from  the  cold? 
Harkl  'tis  the  Mas -ter  speaks  to  thee,  "Go  find  my  sheep  wher-e'er  they  be." 
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Chorus. 
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Bring  them  iu,      bring  them  in,      Bring  them  in  from  the  fields    of    sin; 
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Bring  them  in,      bring  them  in,      Bring  the  wand 'ring  ones  to    Je 
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196  Ghildren's  Missionary  Rallying  Son£. 
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Old  Campmeeting  Air. 
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L»-t         all     the  chil-dnn  ral  -  ly,   and  for     Je-sus  take  their  stand,  To 
Tho'        lit  -tie,  God    is   cull -nip    us  to  spread  a  -  broad   His  praise,  To 
."..  ( >ut  of  mouths  of  babes  and  sucklings,  so 'twas  writ  in     days   of   old,      God 
•1.     We        know  we  are   but  children,  and 'tis      lit -tie     we    can  do,     But    we 
T>.     And       this    is   why  we   ral  -  ly  here  and    all  bo     joy  -  ful  sing,     And 
('».  Then  let  all  the   chil-dren  ral  -  ly     in  ev-'ry   Chris-tian  land,     For 
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sing  the  wondrous  sto  -  ry   till  the  notes  reach  ev  -  'ry    land,    Of     re  - 
mag-ni-fy    His  mer-cy,  and    ex  -  alt    His  sav  -  ing  grace,    To 
hath  His  praise  perfect-ed,  still  -ing    the     a-veng-er    bold;     And 
love  the  cause  of  missions,  and   we    love  ourSav-ior     too,     And   we 
this     is  why  with  glad-ness  our         pen  -  nies  here  we    bring,     To 
Christ  and  foreign  mis-sions  let  them   no  -  bly  take  their  stand,   In 
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for  all  nations,wrought  by  God's  al-might-y  hand, Whose  truth  goes  marching  on. 
cheerful  voic-es  of  His  love  in  childhood  days, Whose  truth  goes  marching  on. 
lips  of  children  should  the  joy-ful  notes  be  roll'd,  His^truth  goes  marching  on. 
show  our  col  -  ors,  and  to  prove  that  we  are  true, While  truth  goes  marching  on. 
cause  of  mis-sions,  so  dear  to  Christ  our  King,  Whose  truth  goes  marching  on. 
con -gre-ga-tion  let  them  form  a      Ju- nior  Band,  And  press  this  bat- tie    on. 
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Chorus. 
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Glo  -  ry,  glo-ry  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah! 
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ry,  glo  -  ry  hal  -  le  -  lu    -   jah! 
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Ghildren's  Missionary  Rallying  Song. 
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Glo   -  ry,    glo  -  ry     hal  -  le    -   lu    -    jah!   To       Je  -  sus  Christ  our     King! 
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We  Are  Marching  On. 


Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  We  are  marching  on  with  shield  and  banner  bright;  We  will  work  for  God  and 

2.  In      the  Sun-day-school  our  ar-my  we  prepare,  As    we  ral-ly  round  our 

3.  We  are  marching  on  and  pressing  t'ward  the  prize,  To     a  glorious  crown  be- 
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D.C.-We     are  marching  onward,  sing-ing  as    we  go,    To  the  promised  land  where 
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bat -tie  for  the  right;  We  will  praise  His  name,  rejoicing  in  His  might;  And  we'll 
blessed  standard  there;  And  the  Savior's  cross  we  ear-  ly  learn  to  bear,  While  we 
yond  the  glowing  skies;  To   the  radiant  fields  where  pleasure  never  dies,  And  we'll 
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liv  -  ing  waters  flow;  Come  and  join  the  ranks  as  pilgrims  here  below,  Come  and 
u  Fine.     Chorus. 
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work  till  Jesus  calls.  Then  awake,      then  a-wake,      Hap-py  song,       hap-py 

Then  awake,  then  awake,  Happy  song, 
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work  till  Je-sus  calls. 
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song,    Shout  for  joy,     shout  for  joy,  As  we  gladly  march  a-long ; 

^  hap-py  song.  Shout  for  joy,  shout  for  joy, 
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Heavenly  Angels,  Listen. 

COPYR.GMT.  1912.   BY  E     M     B©f  •  I 
INTERNATIONAL  COTTRlGMT  SECURED. 


E,  H.  Bookmyer. 


1.  HiMv'nly  ID  -  gels,  list  -  60  While  earth's  children  sing  Songs  of  joy  and 
'.'..  1 1  ii -tie  Sav  -  ior,  list  -  en  While  we  sing  Thy  praise;  Je-sus  loves  the 
3.  O       the  love   of     Je  -  sus,  Won  -  der-ful,  sub  -  lime!        How  its  pow'r  in- 
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glad-ness  To  their  might  -  y  King.  Let  the  harps  be  si  -  lent 
chil-dren,  Knows  their  tho'ts  and  ways;  Once  in  child-hood's  pleasures 
creas-es      With     the  march  of        time!      'Twas    for  love     He    suf-fered 
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In  bright  beams  a  -  bove, 
Je  -  sus  took  de  -  light, 
Pain  and  death  and     shame; 


When  we  sing  of 
Now  He  watch  -  es 
Praise    Him,  all         ere 
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And  His  won-drous  love. 

Morning,  noon  and  night.      Heav'n-ly    an  -  gels,  list-en  While  earth's  children 

Praise  His  ho  -  ly  name. 
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sing, 


Sing-ing  loud  ho  -  san  -  nas 


To   their  might  -  y       King. 
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Charles  Wesley. 


Gome,  Holy  Ghost. 

St.  Martin's.    C.  M. 
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1.  Come,  Ho  -  ly    Ghost,  our  hearts  in  -  spire;  Let   us    Thine  influence  prove; 

2.  Come,  Ho  -  ly    Ghost,  for,  moved  by  Thee,   The  proph-ets  wrote  and  spoke. 

3.  God,   thro'  Him  -  self,     we     then  shall  know,  If      Thou  with-in       us  shine; 
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Source  of  the 
Un  -  lock  the 
And  sound,  with 


old  pro-phet-.ic  fire,  Fount-ain  of  life  and  love, 
truth,  Thy-self  the  key;  Un  -  seal  the  sa  -  cred  book, 
all        Thy  saints  be  -  low,  The    depths  of       love    di  -  vine. 
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B.  H.  Draper. 

4— M 


Ye  Ghristian  Heralds,  Go. 

Missionary  Chant.  L-M. 


H.  C.  Zeuner. 
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1.  Ye  Christian  her  -  aids, 

2.  He'll  shield  you  with  a 

3.  And  when  our  la  -  bors 
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go, pro-claim  Sal  -  va-tionthro'  Im-man-uel's  name; 
wall  of    fire,  With  flaming  zeal  your  hearts  in  -  spire, 
all  are  o'er,  Then  we  shall  meet  to  part     no  more, 
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To  dis-tant  climes  the 
Bid  rag-ing  winds  their 
With  all  the  ran-somed 


%b[ ;r  rig:  S=ffigE| 

^r^zzpzzi— Bzzb^zzrzz^— r~r~t"g= 


ti-dings  bear,  And  plant  the  Rose  of  Shar-on  there . 
fur-y  cease,  And  hush  the  tempest  in  -  to  peace, 
hosts  to  fall,     And  crown  our  Savior  Lord  of      all. 
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The  Way  of  the  Gross. 


: ASDLT; 


Art.  from  P.  P.  Bust. 


; : 

I/ 

1.  1    can   hear    my  Sav  -  i«»r  call-ing, 

2.  I'll   gu  with  Hun  thro'  the  nnka, 

3.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  judgment, 

4.  lie    will  give  me  grace  and  glu  -  ry, 


♦•  -+-  #■•    m       ♦ 
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I  can  hear  my  Sav  -  ior    calling, 

I'll  go  with  Him  thru'  the    gar-den, 

I'll  go  with  Hirn  thro'  the   judgment, 

He  will  give    me  grace  and  glu  -  ry, 


D.C. -Where  He  leads  me  I 


luw, Where  He  leads  me  I    will  fol  -  low, 


m 


t±=. 


ad  lib. ^ 


D.C. 


->' 


iMi  ii  i.  Jii 


U 
I     can  hear  my  Sav-ior  call-ing, "Take  thy  cross  and  fol-low,fol-Iow  me." 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro'  the  gar-den,    I'll  go  with  Him, with  Him  all  the  way. 
I'll  go  with  Him  thro' the  judgment,  I'll  go  with  Him, with  Him  all  the  way. 
He  will   give  me  grace  and  glo  -  ry,  And  go  with  me, with  me    all  the  way. 
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Where  He  leads  me   I     will   fol-low,      I'll  go  with  Him, with  Him  all  the  way. 


202 


Jesus,  Lover  of  My  Soul. 


Charles  \\  csk\  . 


M»rtyn.    7s.  D. 


S.  B.  Marsh. 

Fine 


1    f  Je-sus,  lov  -  er  of   my  soul.     Let   me    to   Thy  bos  -  om     fly,      1 
\  While  the  nearer  wa-ters  roll.  While  the  tem-pest  still  is      high;  / 
D.C— Safe  in-to  the  hav-en  guide,  Oh,  re-reive  my  soul   at     lastl        A-men. 
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Hide  me,  0    my   Sav 

2  Other  refuge  have  I  none; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee; 
Leave,    oh.  leave  me  not  alone, 

Still  support  and  comfort  me: 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring; 
Cover  mv  defenseless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


Till  the  storm  of  life 


3  Thou,  0  Christ  art  all  I  want; 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find; 
Raise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint, 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind: 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness; 
Fal>e  and  full  of  sin  I  am, 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
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0  For  a  Thousand  Tongues. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Ortonville. 
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C.  M. 


Thomas  Hastings. 
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1.  0     for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing  My  great  Redeemer's  praise;  The  glo-ries 

2.  My  gra-cious  Mas-ter  and  my  God.As-sist  me  to  pro-claim,  To  spread  thro* 

3.  Je-sus!the  name  that  charms  ourfears,Thatbidsoursorrowscease;  'Tismu-sic 

4.  He  breaks  the  pow'r  of  canceled  sin, He  sets  the  pris-'ner    free;  His  blood  can 

5.  Hespeaks,andlist'ningtoHisvoice,Newlifethe  dead  re  -  ceive;  The  mournful, 


-0 0 0 0 — r  0-00— r0 #— 

5    £   0— W=^u=r=r=^=r- 


M   V 


i^gg^i^i 


of     my  God  and  King, The  triumphs  of  His  grace, The  triumphs  of  His  grace. 
all     the  earth  a-broad  The  hon-ors  of  Thy  name, The  hon-ors  of  Thy  name, 
in  the  sinner's  ears, 'Tis  life  and  health  and  peace,  'Tis  life  and  health  and  peace, 
make  the  foul-est  clean;His  blood  availed  for  me,   His  blood  availed  for  me. 
bro-ken  hearts  re-joice;  The  humble  poor  be-lieve,  The  humble  poor  be-lieve. 
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Gome,  Ye  Sinners. 


n  «^  Fine 


.    f  Comefye  sin-ners,  poor  and  need  -  y,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore;    ) 
\  Je  -  8us  read  -  y    stands  to  save  you,  Full  of     pit  -  y,    love  and  pow'r.  ) 
D.C. — GlO'ry,  hon  •  or,   and    sal  -  va  'Hon, Christ  the  Lord  has  come  to    reign! 
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Chorus 


D.C. 


Turn  to    the  Lord, and  seek  sal  -  va  -  tion, Sound  the  praise  of  His  dear  name; 
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2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome, 

God's  free  bounty  glorify; 
True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 

Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream; 


All  the  fitness  He  requireth, 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him. 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy  laden, 
Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall; 
If  you  tarry  till  you're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all. 


205        All  Hail  the  Power  of  Jesus'  Name. 


Edward  1'irj 


C«>run»t.  M 


OUTER  HOLDI*. 
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1.  All       hail  the  pow'f  of     Jf  -  mis'  name,  Let     an  -  gall  pros-trate  fall; 

'J.  Ye       tkM  1  »e«'d     of     Is-ra«:                        ransomed  from  the  fall, 

3.  Sin  -  ners,  whose  Ion  tan  ne'er  for  -  get    The  wormwood  and  the  gall, 

4.  Let     ev  -    ry  kin-  dre.l,    ev  -  'ry  tribe,  On    this    ter  -  res  -  tial  ball, 

5.  0      that  with  vol  -  der     sa   ( red  throng  We  at     His    feet  may  fall! 
II.  I 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al      di  -  a  -  dem, 
Hail    Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace, 
Go,    spread  your  troph-ies  at  His  feet, 
To     Him      all    maj  -  es-ty  as-cribe, 
We'll  join     the    ev  -  er-last  -  ing  song, 


V 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all; 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all; 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all; 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all; 

And  crown  Him  Lord  of  all; 


Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al    di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord 
Hail   Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace,  And  crown  Him  Lord 
Go,   spread  your  troph-ies  at  His  feet, 
To     Him     all    maj  -  es  -  ty  as-cribe, 
We'll  join     the   ev  -  er-last  -  ing  song, 

Jk        m       *-     #       *-      -0L 


And  crown  Him  Lord 
And  crown  Him  Lord 
And  crown  Him  Lord 


of  all. 

of  all. 

of  all. 

of  all. 

of  all. 
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Mow  Blessed  Be  the  Mighty  One. 


,Anon. 


Ware.  L.  M.  IV  72. 


•Gan.  EraofiUT. 


Now  blessed    be    the  mighty  One,  Je  -  ho  -  vah,  God  of    Is   -   ra  -  el, 
'J.  All  kings  be-fore  Him  down  shall  fall, All  na  -  tions  shall  His  laws  o  -  bey, 

3.  Je  -  ho  -  vah  shall  a    ref  -  uge  prove,  A   refuge  strong  for  poor  op-preeBcd, 

4.  And  blessed    be   His  glo -rious  name, Long  as  the    a  -  ges   shall    en-dure; 
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Now  Blessed  Be  the  Mighty  One. 


§t^ 


For  He  a  -  lone  hath  wonders  done,  And  deeds  in  glo  -  ry  that  ex  -  eel. 
He'll  save  the  needy  when  they  call,  The  poor,  and  those  that  have  no  stay, 
A  safe  re  -  treat  where  weary  souls  In  troublous  times  may  find  a  rest. 
O'er  all  the  earth  ex -tend  His  fame;  A -men,  a -men,  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more 
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Charles  Wesley. 


Infinite  Love. 

Lyons.  10s    lis. 


Michael  Handel. 
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1.  Ye    serv-ants  of    God,  your  Mas- ter  pro -claim;  And  pub  -  lish  a- 

2.  God  ml  -  eth  on    high,  al  -  might  -  y  to    save;    And  still    He   is 

3.  "Sal-va  -  tion  to     God,  who  sits     on  the  throne;"  Let  all     cry  a- 

4.  Then  let    us      a  -  dore,  and  give  Him  His  Tight,     All  glo  -  ry    and 
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broad  His 
nigh;  His 
loud,  and 
pow'r,  all 
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won  -  der  -  ful  name;  The  name  all    vie  ■ 

pres  -  ence  we  have;  The  great  con  -  gre 

hon  -  or      the  Son;  The  prais  -  es    of 

wis  -  dom  and  might,  All  hon  -  or  and 
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to  - 
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Je- 


rious  of 
tion  His 
sus  the 
-  ing,  with 
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Je  -  sus   ex  -  tol;    His  king-dom  is   glorious;  He  rules   o  -  ver  all. 

tri-umph  shall  sing,  As  -  crib  -  ing  sal  -  va  -  tion  to  Je   -    sus  our  King, 

an  -  gels  pro-claim,  Fall  down  on  their  fac  -  es  and  wor  -  ship  the  Lamb, 

an  -  gels  a  -  bove,  And  thanks  nev-er  ceas-ing  for  in    -    fi  -  nite  love. 
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Only  Trust  Mini. 


JUS.  J.  H.  8TOCI TOB. 

U  jjJU.fJJl^'l'|lMM''lJI 


1.  Como  ev-'ry  soul  by  sin  opprmrd, There's  mercy  with  the  Lord,  And  He  will  sur»-ly 

2«  For  Jam  shed  His  precious  blood,  Rich  blessings  to  bestow;  Plunge  now  into  the 

.'{.  Yes,  Jesus  is  the  Truth,  the  Way, That  leads  you  into  rest;  ii  Km  in  Hirn  with- 

4.  Come  then,  and  join  this  ho-ly  band, And  on  to  glo-ry  go,  To  dwell  in  thatce- 
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CliOKUS. 


give  you  rest,  By  trust-ing  in  His  word.  On-ly  trust  Him,  on  -  ly  trust  Him, 
crimson  flood  That  washes  white  as  snow.  Come  to  Je-sus,  come  to  Je  -  bus, 
out  de  -  lay,  And  you  are  ful  -  ly  blest.  Don't  re-ject  Him, don't  re-ject  Him, 
lestial  land  Where  joys  im-mor-tal  flow.     I   will  trust  Him,  I  will  trust  Him, 
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On  -  ly  trust  Him  now;  He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you, He  will  save  you  now. 

Come  to  Je  -  bus  now;  He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you, He  will  save  you  now. 

Don't  re-ject  Him  now;  He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you, He  will  save  you  now. 

I    will  trust  Him  now;  He  will  save  me,   He  will  save  me,  He  will  save  me  now. 
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Nappy  Day! 


DODDRIDQK. 


E.   F.  RlMBACLT. 


I  Well 


hap  -  py  day  that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee  my  Sav  -  ior  and  my  Godl    1 
I  may  this  glow-ing  heart  re-joice,  And  tell  its  rap-tures  all     a  -  broad.  J 

} 


0  hap-  py  bond  that  seals  my  vows,  To  Him  who  mer  -  its    all  mv 
/  Let  cheer-ful  an-thems  fill  His  house, While  to  that  sa  -  cred  shrine  I 


lovel 
move. 


CHORT78. 


Happy  Day! 


Fine. 


Hap  -  py  day,  hap  -  py  day,  When  Je  -  sua  washed  my  sins    a  -  way! 
D.S.— Hap  -  py  day,  hap  -  py  day,  When  Je  -  sus  washed  my  sins    a  -  way! 


He  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray,   And  live  re  -  joic  -  ing  ev  •  'ry  day; 
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3  'Tis  done,  the  great  transaction's  done; 
I  am  my  Lord's  and  He  is  mine; 
He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on, 
'Charmed  to  confess  the  voice  divine. 


4  Now  rest,  my  long  divided  heart, 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  center,  rest; 
Nor  ever  from  thy  Lord  depart, 
With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 


210 


Gome,  Thou  Fount. 


Geo.  Robinson, 


8s,  &  7s.  D. 


fc 


John  Wyeth. 

Fine. 
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,    f  Come,  Thou  Fount  of  ev-'ry  bless-ing,  Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace;    ) 
\  Streams  of  mer-cy,  nev  -  er  ceas  -  ing,  Call  for  songs  of  loud-est  praise;   J 
D.  C— Praise  the  mount,  I'm  fixed  up-on  it,  Mount  of  Thy  re-deem-ing  love. 
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Teach  me  some  mel  -  0  •  dious  son-net,  Snng  by  flam-ing  tongues  a  -  bove; 

,  tM&  f  I  f  if  r    r  ^,r-W# 
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Hear  I'll  raise  my  Ebenezer, 

Hither  by  Thy  help  I'm  come; 
And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure, 

Safely  to  arrive  at  home: 
Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger, 

Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 
He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Interposed  His  precious  blood. 


3  Oh,  to  grace  how  great  a  debtor 

Daily  I'm  constrained  to  be! 
Let  Thy  goodness,  like  a  fetter, 

Bind  my  wandering  heart  to  Thee. 
Prone  to  wander,  Lord,  I  feel  it, 

Prone  to  leave  the  God  I  love; 
Here's  my  heart,  oh,  take  and  seal  it; 

Seal  it  for  Thy  courts  above. 
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Blessed  Assurance. 


F.  J.  Crosby. 


COPYRKiHT,   1H?B,   BY  Mti.   JOhlPM  F.   KKAPP. 

USED  BY  REKMIMION.  Mrs.  JOSEPH  F.   IlSAPP. 


|j8»v;jiJiJi/tJiJ.J.lj  Ml  J  ?i?*m 

1.  Blessed  fts-siinirx.',  Je-sus  is  mine!  Oh,  what  a  lore -taste  of  glo-ry  di  -  vinel 
I,  I'. Tin  t  RtbataiOB,  ptrftol  d''  -  hrht,  Yis-iuns  ol  rapture  now  burst  on  my  sight; 
;>.  lYrlect  submission,  all    is    at    rest,       I     in   my   Sav-iour  am  hap-py  and  blest, 


y-p-e-i  ii  :  :  t  tit^t  :  :  :  :  :  :  1 


^p 


Hiir  01   sal- va -tion,  purchase  ol     God,     Born  of  His  Spir-it,  washed  in  His  blood. 
An  -gels  descending,  bring  Irom  a  -  bove     Ech  -  oes  of   mer-ry,  whispers  ol    lore. 
Watching  and  waiting,  look-ing  a  -  bove.  Filled  with  His  goodness, lost  in  His  love. 
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This  is  my  sto  -  ry,  this  is  my    song,  Prais-ing  my   Sav-iour  all  the  day  long; 
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ny  sto  -  ry,  this  is  my    song,  Prais-ing  my  Sav-iour  all  the  day  long. 
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P.  P.  B. 


hallelujah!  What  a  Saviour. 

COPYRIGHT,  1902,  BY  THE  JOHN  CHURCH  CO. 
U6ED   BY   PERMI66I0H. 


P.  P.  Buss. 


l."Man     of  Sor-rows,"  what    a 

2.  Bear-ing  shame   and  scoff-ing 

3.  Guilt  •  y,  vile    and   help-less 

4.  Lift  -  ed  up     was    He     to 


r^r~-~ 


name  For   the     Son      of     God  who 

rude,  In       my   place    con-demned  He 

we;  Spot  -  less  Lamb     of    God    was 

die,  "It       is       fin-ished,"  was     His 


5.  When  He   comes,  our  glo-rious     King,     All      His    ran  -  somod  home  to 


came 
stood, 

He; 

cry; 
bring, 


^UJH^K  *  ■ 


Ru  -  ined     sin 
Sealed  my    par 
"Full   a   -  tone- 
Now    in    heav'n 
Then    a  -  new     this  song  we'll  sing,    Hal  -  le  -  lu    -    jah!  what    a    Sav  -  iour! 


ners    to        re  -  claim!   Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  what  a  Sav  -  iour! 

don   with    His    blood;   Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  lah!  what  a  Sav  -  iour! 

-m.Tit!"  can     it       be?     Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  what  a  Sav  -  iourl 

alt  -   ed     high,    Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah!  what  a  Sav  -  iour! 
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As  Thou  Wilt. 


B.  Schmolke. 


Jewett.    6a.  D 
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C.  M.  Von  Weber. 
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1.  My      Je 

2.  My      Je 

3.  My      Je 


sus,  as  Thou  wilt:     0 
sus,   as   Thou  wilt:  Tho' 
sus,  as  Thou  wilt:    All 


may    Thy  will     be  mine!      In    -    to     Thy 
seen  thro' many  a    tear,      Let       not     my 
shall    be    well    for  me;      Each  chang-ing 


hand  of  love    I     would  my  all     re    -  sign, 

star    of  hope  Grow  dim    or  dis  -  ap  -    pear, 

fu  -  ture  scene  I       glad-ly  trust  with    Thee. 

"  *   -      ft 


Thro'    sor  -  row    or    thro'  joy, 

Since   Thou    on  earth  hast  wept 

Straight    to      my  home    a  -  bove 

ft 
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Con  -  duct  me  as  Thine  own,  And  help  me  still  to  say,  "My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done.' 
And  sor-rowed  oft  a  -  lone,  If  I  must  weep  with  thee,  "My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done.' 
tray -el  calm-ly    on,    And    sing    in^life or  death,  "My  Lord,  Thy  will  be  done.' 
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Nothing  But  the  Blood. 


COPYRIGHT,  1904,  BY  MARY  RUNYON  LOWRY. 
USED  BY  PERMlWiON 


RENEWAU 


Robert  Lo wry. 


1.  What  can  wash     a  -  way 

2.  For     my  par  -  don,  this 

3.  Noth-ing  can     for    - 

4.  This    is 


can 

all 


my 


sin?  Noth-ing 
see—  -  Noth-ing 
tone,    Noth-ing 


»ui       am  a    -    kuuv,       — „ 

my    hope  and  peace— Noth-ing 


hut  the  blood  of 

but  the  blood  of 

but  the  blood  of 

but  the  blood  of 


@i 


What  can  make  me  whole  a  •  gain,  Noth-ing 
For  my  cleans-ing,  this  my  plea—  Noth-ing 
Naught  of  good  that  I  have  done,  Noth-ing 
This     is      all     my    itfght-  eous-  ness—  Noth-ing 

*    '    *    £-J£ 


but  the  blood  of  Je  -  sus. 

but  -the  blood  of  Je  -  sus,! 

but  the  blood  of  Je  -  susv 

but  the  blood  of  Je  »  sus.' 
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CHORUS. 


V/HUftUO.  i  n 


Oh,  pre-cious  is  the  flow  That  makes  me  white  as  snow 


Notb^g  but  the  blood  pi  Jesus. 
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Tho«.  Moore. 


Gome,  Ye  Disconsolate. 


Samuel  Webbs. 
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1.  Come,  ye    dis- o-n  -  so-late,  wh-r-tYr      ye    lan-gui-h.     Come       to  tbe 

v      of  the   deo-o-late,  Light    of   the  ptray-mf,  Hope     of    the 
,      a->k  the     in  -  fl  -  del,    what    boon  he     brings  us,     What  charm  for 


inercy-seat  fer  -  vent  -  ly    kneel;      Here    bring  your  wounded  hearts, 

pen    -   i  -  tent,    fade  -  less    and    pure,       Here    speaks  the   Com  •  fort  -  er, 
■ch  -  im»  hearts   he      can    re  -  veal,       Sweet      as    that    heav  -  en  -  ly 


-i — i — — *~-» — — =^- 

here    tell  your  an-guish;   "Earth  has  no  sor-row  that  heav'n  can-not  heal." 

in      God  s  name  say  -  ing—"  Earth  has  no  sor-row  that  heav'n  can-not  cure." 

prom  -  ise  Hope  sings    us:  "Earth  has  no  sor-row  that    God    can-not  heal."' 


Sweet  hour  of  Prayer. 


William  W.  Walford. 


William  B.  Bradbury. 
r-i r-2 Fine. 


eet  hour  of  pray'r,  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  can 
hers  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  ( Omit ) 

m      m      m      m     M-  J^ 


4   f  Sweet  hour  of  pray'r.  sweet  hour  of  pray'r,  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
"  \  And  bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  { Omit )  wishes  known!  / 


m 


D. C. — And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare,  By  thy  re-torn  sweet  (Omit )  hour  of  pray'r. 


JM--  m- 


■  •   .  .r. 


.-!.« 


b 


sea  -  sons    of     dis  -  tress  and  grief,   My  soul  has 


oft  -  en  found   re  -  lief, 


Bwi M  t   hour  of  prayer,  sweet   hour  of 

prayer, 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  him,  whose  truth  and  faithful m 

IgO  the  waiting  soul  to  btl 
And  -nice  la*  bids  me  seek  his  face. 
Believe  his  word,  and  trust  his  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  him  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  ibOO|lWoot  hour  of  prayer.  | 


Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 

prayer. 
May  I  thy  consolation  share. 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgalfs  lofty  height, 
1  \iew  my  home,  and  take  my  flight: 
In  my  immortal  flesh  I'll  r 

To  seize  the  everlasting  prize; 

And  shout,  while  passing  thro'  the  air, 

Farewell, farewell, sweet  hour  of  pray'r. 


217  Let  the  Lower  Lights  be  Burning. 


P.  P.  B 


P.  P.  Bliss. 


1.  Bright -lyboams  our    Fa  -  ther's  mer  -  cy    From  His  light  -  houso  ev  -  er  -  more; 

2.  Dark    the  night     of    sin     has    set  -  tied,  Loud    the    an    -  gry    bil  -  lows    roar; 

3.  Trim  your  foe  -  bio  lamp,  my  broth -er;  Some  poor  sea  -man  tem  -  pest  -  tossed. 


S3 


k.  ^       ».  Fine. 
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But  to  us  He  gives  the  ke"ep  -  ing  Of  the  lights  a  -  long  the  shore. 
Ea  -  ger  eyes  are  watch-ing,  long  -  ing,  For  the  lights  a  -  long  the  shore. 
Try  -  ing  now     to   make  the    har  -  bor,       In      the  dark  -  ness  may      be     lost. 

,  :  l      *  ~— m— Hg   *       f         * «— r-* *- *   '     *     i    (f =£- 
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D.  S.— Some  poor  faint-ing,  strug-gling  sea  - 
Chorus. 
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Let    the    low   •  er  lights  be   burn  -  ing!  Send    a  gleam     a  -  cross  the   wavel 
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Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


Rescue  the  Perishing. 


PROPERTY  OF  W.  H.  DOANE. 


W.  H.  Doane. 


S  Res  -  cue  the  per-ish-ing,  Care  for  the  dy  -  ing.  Snatch  them  in  pit  -  y  from 
'  Weep  o'er  the  err  -ing  one,  Lift  up  the  fall  -  en.  Tell  them  of  Je  -  sus  the 
)  Tho'  they  are  slighting  Him,  Still  He  is  wait  -  ing.  Wait  -  ing  the  pen  -  i  -  tent 
i  Plead  with  them  earn-est-ly.  Plead  with  them  gen-tly,  He  will  for  -  give  if  they 
.t  Down  in  the  hu-man  heart,  Crush'd  by  the  tempt-er.  Feel  -  ings  lie  bur  -  ied  that 
'  Touch'dby  a  lov  -ing  heart,  Wak-ened  by  kind-ness,  Chords  that  were  brp  -ken  will 
m- 
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sin    and  the  grave;  might- y    to  save, 
child  to   re  -  ceive;    on  -  ly  be-  lieve.  Res-cue  the  per-ish-ing,Caxe  for  the  dy-ing; 
grace  can  re  -  store;    vi  -  brate  once  more. 
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Je  -  sus  is  mer-ci-ful    Je  -  sus  will  save. 
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4  Rescue  the  perishing, 

Duty  demands  it; 
Strength  for  thy  labor  the  Lord  will  provide;; 

Back  to  the  narrow  way 

Patiently  win  them; 
Tell  the  poor  wand'rer  a  Savior  has  died, 
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Onward,  Ghristian  Soldiers, 


5ablne  Baring-Gould. 


Arthur  5ull!v«n. 


1.  Onward,    Christian    sol-di.^'    Manhingas   to    war,  With  the  cross  of   Je    -    80S 
'J..   At      tli.-  Bf|     of     tri  -   umph,  Satan's  fiust  duth  fl.->;  <  Mi,  th.  n,' 'hnstian  sol- diers, 
B,  1-ko      a    niight-y    ar    -    niy  Mows  the  Church  of  God;  Hrothers  wo  axe  tread  -  ing 
4.  Onward,  then,  ye     p.o  -  pi.-,    Join  our  happy  throng,  Blend  with  ours  your  voic-e* 
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Go  -  ing   on   he -fore;    Christ,  the  roy  -  al     Mas  -  ter,    Leads  a-gainst  the     foe; 
On      to     vie  -  to  -  ry!     Hell's  foun-da-tions   quiv  -  er     At    the  shout  of  praise, 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not  di   -   vid   -   ed;     All  one     bod  -  y     we, 
In       tho  tri-umph  song;    Glo  -  ry,  laud  and    hon   -   or     Un  -  to  Christ,  the  K:np, 


f=F 


J3=^=f 


% 


Ttt 


r 


Ko-'run. 


/,. 


r 


v  i    - 
#  #  *  *- 


i 


0      0      0      •r*~m      #   * 

^  ^  ^  v  -p-  -*p- 


For-ward   in  -  to   bat  -  tie.      See  His  ban-ner  go! 

Brotners,  lift  your  voic  -  es,  Loud  your  anthems  raise.  Onward,  Christian  sol-diers! 

One      in  hope  and  doc  -  trine,    One   in  char  -  i  -  ty. 

This  thro'  count-less  a  -  ges    Men  and  an-gels  sing. 
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Marching  as    to     war, 
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With  the   cross  of      Je  -  sus      Go  -  ing  on     be-fore. 
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Nearer  the  Gross. 


F.  J.  Crosby. 

it 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp.     By  per. 
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1.  "Near-er  the  cross  !"  my  heart  can  say,  I 

2.  Near-er  the  Christian's mer-cy  seat,     I 

3.  Near-er      inpray'rmyhopeas-pires,  I 


dm  com-ing  near-er, 
am  com-ing  near-er, 
am  com-ing  near-er, 
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Near-er  the 
Feasting  my 
Deep -er  the 


p^rz»—-rr-W—i—m 0 0 — r* 1 r9 * — I 0--0-     0     < — 0  ■-.   m 

^Vi*  T-H — ' T- ^ 0 1 1 1 F F-r-hl 1 1 1 1 1 ■ 1 ~r* — 0- 


npilp 


^s 


*=«=9 


cross  from  day  to  day, 
soul  on  man-na  sweet, 
love    my  soul  desires, 


am 
am 
am 


com-ing  near-er ; 
com-ing  near-er; 
com-ing  near-er; 


Near-er  the  cross  where 
Stronger  in  faith,  more 
Near-er  the  end    of 
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Je  -  sus  died, 
clear  I     see 
toil    and  cave, 
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Near-er  the  foun-tain's  crimson  tide,  Near-er  my  Saviour's 
Je  -  sus  who  gave  Himself  for    me ;  Near-er  to   Him    I 
Near-er  the  joy     I    long    to  share,  Near-er  the  crown  I 
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wounded  side,  I  am  com-ing  near-er, 
still  would  be,  Still  I'm  com-ing  near-er, 
soon  shall  wear:  I       am  com-ing  near-er, 
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I  am  com  -  ing  near-er. 
Still  I'm  com  -  ing  near-er. 
I      am  com  -  ing  near-er. 
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Holy.  Holy.  holy. 


Reginald  richer. 


John  B.  Dykes. 
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l.  Bo    l>.  bo    h,    ho    -    ly, 

j.  Ho   tr,  ho- u.   ho  -   k: 
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Ear  -  ly      in    the 


God   Al- wight 
all    the  saints  a  -  dore    Thee,  Cast  -  ing  down  their 
thu'   the  dark  M01  Udt    The.-,    Thu'    the   eye     of 
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morn  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise  to  TboOE 
gold  Oil  crowns  around  the  glass-  y  sea; 
sin  -  ful  man    Thy  glo  -  ry   may   not     see: 


11"  -  ly.     ho  -  ly,       ho    -    ly, 
Clur  -  u  -  bim   and    sera   -  phim 
On  -  ly  Thou  art      he    -    h ; 
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mer  -  ci  -  ful  and  might  -  y,      God      in  Three  Per  -  sons,  bless-edTrin  -  i   -  ty! 

fall  -ing down  be -fore  Thee,  Which  wert,  and  art,     and    ev  -  er-more  shalt  be. 

there  is    none  be  -  side  Thee,    Per  -  feet    in  pow'r,   in      love,  and  pu  -  ri  -  ty. 
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Rev   Isaac  Watts. 

-An 


~1  . 


Joy  to  the  World. 
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C   F   Handel. 


1.  Joy  to  the  world,  the  Lord  is  come!  Let  earth  re-ceive    her  King;  Let  ev  -   'ry 

2.  No  more  let  sin   and   sor-row  grow,  Nor  thorns  in -fest  the  ground;  He   comes  to 

3.  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, And  makes  the  nations  prove  The  glo  -  ries 
-0-    0  •  #     »  -     m  f.    JL.  # 


Joy  to  the  World. 


{^^i^ 


heart     •  pre  -  pare     Him     room, 

make      His    bless  -  ing       flow 

of  His    right  -  eous  -  ness, 


Ife^ 


And  heav'n  and    na  -  ture   sing,  And 

Far      as    the    curse    is  found,  Far 

And    won-ders     of     His    love,  And 

-iff m. 


I 


T^l 


V3 


And  heav'n  and    na  -  ture 
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And  heav'n,  and    heav'n  and     na-ture    sing. 

Far  as,         far    as  the  curse  is    found. 

And  wonders,  and    won  -  ders  of     His    love. 
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heav'n  and  na  -  ture  sing, 
as  the  curse  is  found, 
won  -  ders    of       His    love, 
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sing, 
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And  heav'n  and  na-ture   sing, 
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Charlotte  Elliott, 


Just  as  I  Am. 


Wm.  Bradbury. 


1.  Just  as   I  am!  with-out     one  plea,    But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 

2.  Just  as   I  am!  and  wait  -  ing    not    To  rid    my   soul   of  one  dark  blot, 

3.  Just  as   I  am!  tho'  toss'd  a-bout  With  many   a    con  -  flict,  many  a  doubt, 
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And  that  Thou  bidd'st  me  come  to  Thee,  0  Lamb  of  God! 
To  Thee,whose  blood  can  cleanse  each  spot  0  Lamb  of  God! 
Fight-ing  and  fears    with-in,    with-out,     0  Lamb  of  God! 
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I  come! 
I  come! 
I  come! 


come! 
come! 
come! 
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4  Just  as  I  am!  poor,  wretched,  blind, 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  Thee  to  find, 
0  Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 


5  Just  as  I  am!  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve: 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
0  Lamb  of  God!  I  come!  I  come! 
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Whiter  Than  Snow. 


Nicholson. 


F  Via 
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Wm.G.  Fischer. 


1    |  LoH  Je   -  bus,      I       long    to     be     per  -  | 

(    1      want   Thee  for  -  ev    -  er    to    live      in     my 


whole! 
soul, 


1 


Break  down  I 


•j    I  Lord  Je  -  sua,     look  down  from  Thy  throne  in  the    skies,   I 

I  Anl    hi  lp    me       fcO    make     a     com-plete  sac  -  ri  -   fir.. 


I, 


i   Lord  .!••    -  su^ 
i  I         wait 


to    make 

fur    this 


give    up  my- 


mosthum-bly    en  -  treat, 


oat,  "I 
ed    Lord,  at  Thy  cru  -  ci  -  fi»d    feet,    f     By  faith,  for  my 
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i  -  dol,  cast  out  ev  -  'ry  foe;  Now  wash  me  and 
self,  and  what-ev  -  er  I  know,  Now  wash  me  and 
cleans-ing,  I  see  Thy  blood  flow,  Now  wash  me  and 
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I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
I   shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
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Chorus. 
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Whiter  than  snow,  yes,  whiter  than  snow;  Now  wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whit-er  than  snow. 
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Charles  Wesley. 
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A  Gharge  to  Keep. 

Boylston.    S.  M. 


Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  A  charge  to  keep    I     have,   A     God  to  glo  -  ri  -    fy;       A      nev  -"er  dy  -  ing 

2.  To    serve  the  pres  -  ent  age,     My  call  -  ing   to     ful^  fill,       Oh,   may  it   all     my 
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soul    to  save  And  fit    it    for     the   sky. 
pow'rs  engage,  To  do  my  Mas-ter's  will. 
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3  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 

And  in  Thy  sight  to  live; 
And  oh.  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give. 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 
I  shall  forever  die. 


226  Work,  for  the  Night  is  Goming. 

Annie  L.  Walker. 


Annie  L.  Walker.  L.  Mae on. 


f  Work,  for  the  night  is     com  -  ing,  Work  thro'  the  morning  hours; 
\  Work  while  the  dew  is  spark-ling. 


D.  C.-Work  for  the  night  is    com  -  ing 


Work  'mid  springing 
When  man's  work  is 
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flow'rs.     Work  when  the  day  grows     bright -er,    Work     in     the  glow -ing  sun; 


done. 
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2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Work  through  the  sunny  noon: 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor, 

Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
Give  every  flying  minute, 

Something  to  keep  in  store; 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

When  man  works  no  more. 
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3  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  sky; 
While  the  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work  till  the  last  beam  fadeth, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more, 
Work  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 
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John  Fawcett. 


Blest  Be  the  Tie. 


Dennis.    S.  M. 


Hans  George  Naegeli. 


1.  Blest  be  the    tie  that  binds  Our  hearts  in  Chris-tian  love;  The  fel  -  low  -  ship  of 

2.  Be  -  fore  our  Father's  throne  We  pour  our  ar-dent  pray'rs;  Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our 
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kindred  minds  Is   like  to    that  a  -  bove. 
aims  are  one,  Our  corn-forts  and  our  cares. 


3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 

Our  mutual  burdens  bear; 
And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 

It  gives  us  inward  pain; 
But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 
And  hope  to  meet  again. 
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Nearer,  My  God,  to  Thee. 


Sarah  F.  Adams. 


Lowell  Maaoa. 
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1.  NVar-er,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Near-er  to  Th  •••;  K'.-n  tho'  it   be     a  cross  That   raisethme; 

2.  Tho'  like   a  wan-der-er,  The  sun  gone  down,  Darkness  be  o-ver  me,  My     rest  a  stone* 

3.  There  let  the  way  ap-pear  Steps  un-to  heav'n;  All  that  Thou  sendest  mc,  In  mer-cy  giv'n: 
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Still  all  my  song  shall  be,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I'd  be  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Theel 
An  -  gels  to  beckon  me  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,  Nearer  to  Thee! 
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My  Faith  Looks  Up  to  Thee. 


Ray  Palmer. 


Lowell  flason. 


1.  My  faith  looks  up  to  Thee,  Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va-ry,      Sav-ior  di-vine;  Now  hear  me 

2.  May  Thy  rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart.  My  zeal  inspire;  As  Thou  hast 

3.  While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread,And  griefs  around  me  spread.Be  Thou  my  Guide;Bid  darkness 
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while  I  pray,    Take  all  my  sin     a-way,      0     let  me  from  this  day  Be  whol-ly  Thine! 
died  for  me,     0    may    my  love  to  Thee,  Pure, warm, and  changeless  be  A  living  fire! 
turn   to  day,  Wipe  sorrow's  tears  a-way,    Nor  let  me  ev  -  er  stray  From  Thee  aside. 
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From  all  that  Dwell. 

Duke  Street.  L<  M. 


John  Hattoic. 
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1.  From  all  that  dwell  be  -  low   the   skies,  Let  the  Cre  -  a  -  tor's  praise  a  -  rise; 

2.  E   -  ter-nal  are    Thy  mer- cies,  Lord;     E  -  ter-nal  truth  at  -  tends  Thy  word; 

3.  Your  loft-y  themes,  ye  mor  -  tals,  bring,    In  songs  of  praise  di  -  vine  -  ly  sing; 

4.  In        ev-'ry  land    be  -  gin     the  song;    To    ev-'ry  land  the  strains  be-long; 
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'ry  tongue. 


Let  the  Re-deem-er's  name  be    sung,  Thro'  ev-'ry  land,       by    ev 
Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore,Till  suns  shall  rise   and  set    no  more. 
The  great  sal-va  -  tion   loud  pro-claim,  And  shout  for  joy       the  Sav-ior'a  name. 
In  cheer-ful  sounds  all  voic  -  es    raise,   And  fill  the  world  with  loud-est  praise. 
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231      The  Majesty  of  God. 

L.  M. 

1  0  Thou,  whom  all  Thy  saints  adore, 

We  now  with  all  Thy  saints  agree, 
And  bow  our  inmost  souls  before 
Thy  glorious,  awful  majesty. 

2  We  come,  great  God,  to  seek  Thy  face, 

And  for  Thy  loving  kindness  wait; 
And  0,  how  dreadful  is  this  place! 
'Tis  God's  own  house,  'tis  heaven's  gate 

3  Tremble  our  hearts  to  find  Thee  nigh; 

To  Thee  our  trembling  hearts  aspire; 
And  lo!  we  see  descend  from  high 
The  pillar  and  the  flames  of  fire. 

4  Still  let  it  on  the  assembly  stay, 

And  all  the  house  with  glory  fill; 
To  Canaan's  bounds  point  out  the  way 
And  lead  us  to  the  holy  hill. 

5  There  let  us  all  with  Jesus  stand, 

And  join  the  general  church  above, 
And  take  our  seat  at  Thy  right  hand, 
And  sing  Thine  everlasting  love. 

Cnarles  Wesley. 


232  Triumphs  of  the  Gospel. 

L.M. 

1  Jesus  shall  reign  where'er  the  sun 
Doth  his  successive  journeys  run; 

His  kingdom  spread  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 

2  To  Him  shall  endless  praise  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head, 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise, 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 

3  People  and  realms  of  every  tongue, 
Dwell  on  His  love  with  sweetest  song; 
And  infant  voices  shall  proclaim, 
Their  young  hosannas  to  His  name. 

4  Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns; 
The  prisoner  leaps  to  lose  his  chains; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest; 

And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

5  Where  He  displays  His  healing  power, 
Death  and  the  curse  are  known  no  more; 
In  Him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boast. 

More  blessings  than  their  father  lost. 
Isaac  Watts. 


233  Victorious  I  dith. 

1  O    f-i-    ■    faith    that    will    not    shrink. 

Though   pressed   bj    everj    foe. 

Thai  will  ii"t  tremble  on  the  hrink 
<  >t   anj   earthly   n  oe  I 

2  That   will  ool   murmur  or  COOiplaiB 

ith  the  chastening  rod, 

But,  in  tin-  hour  of  grief  or  pain. 

Will  lean  upon  its  Qod; 

::  A  faith  that  shin.-s  more  bright  and 
clear 
When  tempc  without ; 

That  irhen  in  danger  knowi  no  fear, 
In  darkneea  f ••••is  no  doubt; 

4  That    bears,   unmoved,    tin-   world's 
dread  frown. 
Nor  heeds  its  scornful  smile; 
That  teas  of  trouble  cannot  drown. 

Nor  Satan's  arts  beguile; 

B     \    faith    that    keeps   the   narrow   way 
Till  life's  last   hour  is  fled, 

And  with  a   purr  and   heavenly  ray 

Illumes  a  dying  bed. 

«'»   Lord,   give   us   such   a   faith   as    this. 
And  thru,  whate'er  may  come. 
We'll  taste,  e*en  here,  the  hallowed 

( >f   an    eternal    home.  [bliss 

234  Backsliding  Deplored. 

C.  M. 

1  O  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 

A   calm   ami   heavenly   frame. 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 

That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

2  Where  is  the  blessedness  T  knew 

When  lirst    I   saw  tlu»   LordV 
Where   [■   the   Bout-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word? 

.".  Wli:it  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed! 

How    sweet     their    memory    still! 
Bui    they   have   left   an  aching  void 
The  world  can   never  till. 

4  Return.  O  holy  Dove,  return 

Sweet  messenger  "f  reel : 

I    hate    the    sins    that    made    Thee 

mourn. 
And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  T  have  known. 

Whate'er    that    idol   be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne. 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

<".   So  shall  my  walk  be  dose  with  God, 
Calm    and    serene    my    frame: 

purer   light   shall   mark    the   road 
That    leads   me   to  the  Land'. 


235     The  Judgment  Day. 

('.  .M. 

l   And  must  I  be  to  judgment  brought, 
Ami  answer  in  that  daj 
For  every  rain  and  idle  thought, 

And    everj    word    I    sa\  ! 

of  my  I.' 

Shall   shortly   be   made   known. 

And  I   receive  my  just  dei 

For  all  that   l  have  done, 

::  Hon   careful  then  ought   I   to  live, 
With  what  religious  fear! 

Who  such  a  strict  SOCOUnt  mil 
For    my    behavior    here. 

4   Thou  awful  Judge  of  Quick  and  dead. 

The  watchful  power  bestow; 

<all  I   to  my  ways  take  heed, 
T"  all  I  ■peas  or  do. 

o    If  now  Thou  standest   at   the  door, 

0  let   me  feel  Thee  near. 
And  make  my  peace  with  God,  before 

1  at  Thy  bar  appear. 
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I  Do  Believe. 

c.  ML 


1  Father.  I  stretch  my  hands  I      1 

No   other   help    I    know; 
If  Thou  withdraw  Thyself  from  me. 
Ah:   whither   shall    I    | 

Clio. — I    do    believe.    I    now    belie 
'1  hat    J»  BUS   died    for    me. 
And  that  He  shed  His  precious  blood 
From  sin  to  set  me  free. 

2  What    did    Thine    only    Son    endure. 

Before    I    drew    my    breath! 
What    pain,    what    Tabor,    to    secure 
My   soul   from   endless   death! 

3  O    Jesus.    COUld    I    this    beli. 

I   now   should    feel   Thy    power, 
And  all  my  wants  Thou  WOUldsl   re- 
lieve. 

In    this    accepted    hour. 

I    Author   of   faith!    to   Thee   I    lift 
My  weary,  longing  ej 
O    let    me    now    receive    that    pifi  : 
My    soul    without    it    dies. 

5   Surely   Thou   canst,   not    let    me   die: 
<  I   ipeak,   and    I   shall   live: 
And    here    will    I    unwearied    lie. 
Till  Thou  Thy  Spirit  give. 

■  '.   Row  would  my  fainting  son]  rejoice, 
Could    I    but    see    Thy    fate: 
\  fowlet  me  hearThy  quickening  voice, 
And    taste    Thy    pardoning  grace. 
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Vain  Man,  Repent. 

c,  If. 


1  Vain  man,  thy  fond  pursuits  forbear; 

Repent,   thine  end   is  nigh; 
Death,  at   the  farthest,  can't   be  far: 
()   think   before    thou  die. 

2  Reflect,  thou  hast  a  soul  to  save; 

Thy   sins,    bow    high    they   mount! 
What  are  thy  hopes  beyond  the  grave? 
How  stands   that    dark   account? 

3  Death  enters,  and  there's  no  defense; 

His  time  there's  none  can  tell; 
He'll  in  a  moment  call  thee  hence, 
To  heaven,  or  down  to  hell. 

4  Thy  flesh,  perhaps  thy  greatest  care, 

Shall  into  dust  consume; 
But,  ah!  destruction  stops  not  there; 
Sin  kills  beyond  the  tomb. 

238  Heaven  in  Anticipation. 

C.  M. 

1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

I'll   bid   farewell   to   every   fear, 

And  wipe  ray  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 

And  fiery  darts  be  hurled, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 

Let  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 
So  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,   my  heaven,   my  all. 

4  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

239  The  Ghristian  Warfare. 

C.  M. 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 

A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 
And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 

On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 
While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 

Must   I  not   stem   the  flood? 
Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace, 
To  help  me  on  to  God? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign; 

Increase   my   courage,   Lord; 
I'll  bear  the   toil,   endure   the   pain, 
Supported  by  Thy   word. 


6   Thy    saints    in    all    this   glorious    w.w 

Shall   conquer,    though    they   die; 
They  see  the  triumph  from  afar, 
JJy   faith    they    bring    it    nigh. 

0  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise. 

And   all   Thy   armies   shim-. 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies, 
The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 

240  The  Gonsecrated  Gross. 

0.  M. 

1  Must  Jesus  bear  the  cross  alone, 

And  all  the  world  go  free? 
Xo,   there's  a  cross  for  every  one, 
And   there's   a  cross   for   me. 

2  The  consecrated  cross  I'll  bear, 

Till  death  shall  set  me  free, 
And  then  go  home  my  crown  to  wear, 
For  there's   a  crown  for  me. 

3  Upon  the  crystal  pavement,  down 

At  Jesus'  pierced  feet, 
With  joy  I'll  cast  my  golden  crown, 
And    His   dear   name    repeat. 

4  Oh,    precious    cross!    oh,    glorious 

crown! 
Oh,  resurrection  day! 
Ye  angels,  from  the  stars  come  down, 
And  bear  my  soul  away. 
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Inward  Holiness. 

C.  M. 


1  What  is  our  calling's  glorious  hope, 

But  inward  holiness? 
For  this  to  Jesus  I  look  up; 
I  calmly  wait  for  this. 

2  I  wait  till  He  shall  touch  me  clean, 

Shall  life  and  power  impart, 
Give  me  the  faith  that  casts  out  sin, 
And   purifies   the   heart. 

3  This  is  the  dear  redeeming  grace 

For   every   sinner   free; 
Surely  it  shall  on  me  take  place, 
The  chief  of  sinners — me. 

4  From  all  iniquity,  from  all, 

He  shall  my  soul  redeem; 
In  Jesus  I  believe,  and  shall 
Believe   myself   to  Him. 

5  When   Jesus   makes   my  heart   His 

home, 
My  sin  shall  all  depart; 
And,  lo!  He  saith,  "I  quickly  c"ome, 
To  fill  and  rule  thy  heart." 

G  Be  it  according  to  Thy   word; 
Redeem  me  from  all  sin: 
My  heart  w-ould  now  receive-  Thee, 
Lord ; 
Come  in,  my  Lord,  come  in! 


242  i  he  Mercy-teat 

I      M. 

i     Prom  •  ny  u  iu<l  that  !il 

selling    tid»-    ol 
Th<  if    is   a    c.ilin,    a    sun-    r« ■•  : 

toad  beneath  the  men  . 

pre  Is  b  place  wh<  i  sheds 

The  oil  <'f  gladness  on  our  b< 
A  place  iiiati  all  besidV 
It  is   the  blood-bought   mi 

i bere  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  boldi  feDowahip  with 

Mend; 
Though  sundered  far.  by  faith  thej 

meet, 
Around   one   common   mar 

I  Ah!  whither  could  ire  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed? 

()r  how  the  hosts  of  h.-ll  defeat, 
Had  Buffering  saints  no  mercy-seat? 

5  There,  there  on  eagle-wingi 

And  sin  and  seal  no  more. 

And    heaven   comes   down    our   souls 

to   ^r.-.-t . 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-i 

may   my   hand   forget   ht-r  skill. 
My  tongue  be  silent,  cold  and  still. 

This  hounding  heart  forget  to  beat, 

If  I  forget   the  mercy-i 

243  The  Penitent's  Plea. 

L.  M. 

1  Show  pity,  Lord.   O  Lord,  forgive; 
Let    a   repenting  rebel   lire: 

Are  not  Thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  Thee? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  sur- 

pass 
The  power  and  glory  of  Thy  pr 
Great  (Sod,  Thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 

-     let  Thy  pardoning  love  be  found. 

3  O   wash   my   soul   from   every  sin. 
And     make     my     guilty     conscii 

clean! 
Bere  on  my  heart  the  burden  1: 

And    past   offenses   pain   my 

My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  cool 
igainst  Thy  law.  against  Thy  pr 
Lord,   should   Thy  judgment!   grow 

I  am  condemned,  but  Thou  art  clear. 

r>  should  sudd. Ti  vengeance  seine  my 
breath, 
I    must    pronounce    Thee    just.    In 
death; 

And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell, 

1 1]  righteous  law  approves  it  w«-H. 


,;  ">  trembling  sinner,  Lord. 

Whose    bopa,    still   hoveling   round 

Thy  n  ord. 
Would  light 
there, 

rapport   Bg  ;>air. 

244  Not  Ashdmed  of  Jesus. 

I.    M. 

1  JeSUS,    and    shall    it    | 

A    mortal    man    ashamed    Of   Ti' 

Ashamed  of  Thee,  arbom  angels  pi 
Whose  (lories  shine  through  end 
da] 

2  Ashamed  of  r  far 
Let  •  i  suing  brash  to  own  bar  - 

Be  sheds  the  beams  of  light  divine 
0*ei  this  benighted  soul  of  miu»-. 

':  Ashamed   of  Ji  rai  *   just   as   - 
Let   midnight  be  aahamed  of  noon; 

Tis   midnight   with   my   soul   till   He, 
Bright    Morning   Star,    bid   dark: 
flee. 

l  Ashamed  of  Jesus!  t!  Friend 

On  whom  my  hopes  of  heaven  de- 
pend; 

No!  when  I  blush,  be  this  my  shame. 
That    I    no    more    revere    His    name. 

5   Ashamed    of    J.  |  I    may. 

When  I*ve  no  guilt  to  was 
No  tear  to  wipe,  no  good  to  .  r 
N     :"•  irs   to  quell,  no  sou! 

0  Till  then — nor  is  my  boasting  vain — 
Till  then.  I  boast  a  Savior  slain; 
And   (>.   may   this   my   glory 

That  Christ   is  not   ashamed  of  me! 

245  Holiness  Desired. 

L.  SL 

1  He  wills    tha'    I   should   holy  be: 

That    holiness    I    long   to   feel; 
That    full    divine   conformity 

To  all  my  Savior's  righteous  will. 

_   B        Lord,  the  travail  of  Thy 

implishedin  the  change  of  mine; 
And    plunge   me,    every   whit   made 
whole, 
In   all   the   depths   of   love   divine. 

3  On  Thee,  0  Hod.  my  soul  is  stayed, 

And  waits  to  prove  Thine  i; 
will: 
The    promise    by   Thy    merry    made, 
Thou  canst,  Thou  wilt,  in  me  fulfil. 

I   N     more  I   stagger  at  Thy  power, 
<  >r   doubt    Thy    truth,    which    can- 
not move; 
i  1  sten  the  l<  ted  hour. 

And  bless  m<-  with  Thy  perfect  love. 


246  The  Gospel  Invitation. 

1..  M. 

1    Ho!    every    one    that     thirsts,    draw- 
nigh  : 
'Tis   God   invites    the   fallen    race: 
Mercy  and  free  salvation  huy; 

Buy    wine    and    milk    and    gospel 
grace. 

:!    In  search  of  empty  joys  below, 
Ye    toil    with    unavailing   strife: 
Whither,  ah,  whither  would  ye  go? 
I  have  the  words  of  endless  life. 

3  Come  to  the  living  waters,  come! 

Sinners,  obey  your  Maker's  call; 

Return,  ye  weary  wanderers,  home, 

And  find  His  grace  is  free  for  all. 

4  See  from  the  Rock  a  fountain  rise! 

For  you  a  healing  stream  it  rolls; 
Money  ye  need  not  bring,  nor  price, 
Ye    laboring,    burdened,    sin-sick 
souls. 

5  Nothing  ye  in  exchange  shall  give; 

Leave  all  you  have  and  are  behind; 
Frankly  the  gift  of  God  receive; 
Pardon  and  peace  in  Jesus  find. 

247  The  Ancient  Days. 

L.  M. 

1  O  for  that  flame  of  living  fire, 

Which  shone  so  bright  in  saints 

of  old; 
Which  bade    their   souls   to    heaven 

aspire, 
Calm  in  distress,  in  danger  bold. 

2  Where  is   that   Spirit,  Lord,   which 

dwelt 

In  Abraham's  breast,  and  sealed 
him    Thine? 
Which  made  Paul's  heart  with  sor- 
row melt, 

And  glow  with  energy  divine? 

3  That  Spirit  which  from  age  to  age 

Proclaimed  Thy  love  and   taught 
Thy  ways? 
Brightened  Isaiah's  vivid  page, 
And  breathed  in  David's  hallowed 
lays? 

4  Is  not  Thy  grace  as  mighty  now 

As  when  Elijah  felt  its  power; 
When    glory    beamed    from    Moses' 
brow, 
Or  Job  endured  the  trying  hour? 

5  Remember,  Lord,  the  ancient  days; 

Renew  Thy  work;  Thy  grace  re- 
store; 
And  while  to  Thee  our  hearts   we 
raise, 

On  us  Thy  Holy  Spirit  pour. 


248    The  Accepted  Time. 

I..    M. 

1    While  life  prolongs  its  precious  light, 
Mercy  is  found  and  peace  is  given. 

But    soon,    ah,    soon,    approaching 
night 
Shall      blot      out      every      hope     of 
heaven. 

-   While  God  invites,  how  blest  the  day! 
How    sweet     the    gospel's    charm- 
ing sound! 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  ()  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 

3  Soon,  borne  on  time's  most'rapid  wing, 

Shall  death  command  you  to  the 
grave ; 
Before  His  bar  your  spirits  bring, 
And  none  be  found  to  hear  or  save. 

4  In    that   lone  land   of  deep   despair 

No  Sabbath's  heavenly  light  shall 
rise, 
No  God  regard  your  bitter  prayer, 
No  Savior  call  you  to  the  skies. 

5  Now  God  invites;  how  blest  the  day! 

How  sweet  the  gospel's  charming 
sound! 
Come,  sinners,  haste,  O  haste  away, 
While  yet  a  pardoning  God  is  found. 
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The  Gospel  Feast. 

L.  M. 


1  Come,  sinners,  to  the  gospel  feast; 
Let  every  soul  be  Jesus'  guest; 
Ye   need  not  one  be  left   behind, 
For  God  hath  bidden  all  mankind. 

2  Sent  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call; 
The  invitation  is  to  all: 

Come,  all  the  world!  come,  sinner, 

thou, 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now. 

3  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed, 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest; 
Ye  poor  and  maimed  and  halt  and 

blind, 
In  Christ  a  hearty  welcome  find. 

4  My  message  as  from  God  receive; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live: 
O  let  His  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  suffer  Him  to  die  in  vain. 

5  See  Him  set  forth  before  your  eyes, 
That    precious,    bleeding    sacrifice! 
His  offered  benefits  embrace, 

And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 

G  This  is  the  time;  no  more  delay; 
This  is  the  Lord's  appointed  day; 
Come  in  this  moment  at  His  call, 
And  live  for  Him  who  died  for  all. 


250     All  sufficient  Grace. 

And    ht    my   knowing   zeal    he   joined 

|     \! 

With  perfect  charity. 

1 

( lra<  el  'tis  ■  charming  sound. 

\ 

<>  may    I    love   like  Tine. 

Harmonious   to   the  '-ar; 

In  all  Thy  footsteps  tread; 

d  u nh  i h<-  .-cii..  ■ball  resound. 

Thou  batest  all  Iniquity, 

And   all    the   « • : i r  1 1 1   shall    hear. 

But    nothing   Thou    hast    made. 

n 

itrived  a   way 

5 

<  >   may    I    learn    the   art. 

T..  tare  rebellioai  man; 

With  meekness  to  repi 

Ami  all   the  steps  lliat   grace  display, 

'I'.,    hate   the   sin    with   all    my    heat 

Which  drew  the  irondrooi  plan. 

I'm   still   the   sinner  V 

3 

Grace  taught   mj    roving  Feat 
To  tread   the   beavenlj    r<>a<i: 

253  The  Repenting  Sinner. 

a  y 

Ami  new  Buppliet  each  boor  I  meet, 

While  pressing  on  to  ( tod. 

1 

0   that    I    could    repent. 
With   all    my    id. .Is    part. 

l 

Grace  all  tim  work  shall  crown 

And  t<»  Thy  gracious  eye  present 

Through    everlasting   days; 

A  humble,  contrite  heart ; 

it  lay*  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 

And  well  deserves  our  praise. 

o 

A  heart  with  grief  oppret 
For  ha\  in;:  grieved  my  <  tod ; 

251  Goura£e  Ensures  Victory. 

S.   M. 

A  troubled  heart,  that  cannot 

Till    sprinkled    with   Thy    blood. 

1 

Urge  on  your  rapid  course, 

:: 

JeSUS,     "II     Hie     I.estoW 

JTe  blood-besprinkled  hands: 

The  penitent  desire; 

The  heavenly  kingdom  suffers  force; 

With    true    sincerity   of   woe 

*Tis   seized    hy    violent    hands. 

My  aching  breast  inspire. 

2 

Through    much   distress   and   pain. 

4 

With    softening    pity    look4, 

Through   many  a  conflict    here. 

And    melt    my   hardness   down: 

Through    blood,    ye    must    the    en- 

Strike  with   Thy    love's    resL- 

trance  gain, 

stroke, 

Vet.  oh,  disdain  to  fear. 

And  break  this  heart   of  stone. 

3 

"Courage,*1  your  Captain  cries, 
Who  all  your  toil  foreknew. 

254          Yielding  All. 

"Toil  ye  shall  have,  yet   all  despise; 

D.     -" 

I  have  o'ercome  lor  you." 

i 

And    can    I    yet    delay 
My    little   all    to    givel 

4 

The    world    cannot    withstand 

To    tear   my    soul    from    earth    away 

Its   ancient   Conqueror; 

For     JeSUS     to     receive'.' 

The    world    must    sink    heneath    the 

Hand 

o 

Nay.  hut    I  yield,   I   yield; 

Which   arms   us  for   the   war. 

I  can  hold  out   no  more; 
I  sink,  hy  dying  love  compelled. 

s 

This   is   the  victory — 

Before  our  faith  they  fall: 

And    own    The.     conqueror. 

JeSUS  bath  died  for  you  and  me; 

-°> 

Though   late.   I    all   forsake; 

Believe,  and  conquer  all. 

My    friends,    my    all.    resign: 
Gracious    Redeemer,     take.    <>    take, 

252  Preparation  for  Warfare. 

And    seal    me   ever  Thine. 

S.  M. 

4 

Come,    and    possess    me    whole. 

i 

Equip  me  for  the  war. 

Nor    hence    again    rem. 

Ami  teach  my  hands  to  fight; 

Settle  and   tix    my   wavering  soul 

My   simple,   upright    heart    prepare. 

With   all   Thy   weight    of    love. 

And   guide    my    words   aright. 

r» 

My     one    desire     he     this. 

2 

( Jonl  rol   my  every   thoughl : 

Thy    only    love    to    know. 

My   whole   of   sin   remove; 

■  ek  and   taste  no  other  bUas, 

Let      all     my     works      in     Thee     he 

No  other  p.»od  below. 

wrought ; 

«; 

My    life,    my    portion    Thou: 

Let    all   l»e   wrought    in   love. 

Thou    all-sufiicieut    art: 

3 

<>    arm    me    with    the    mind. 

My  hope,  my  heavenly  treasure,  now 

Ifeeh    Lamb,    that    was    in    Thee; 

Enter    and    keep    my     ln-art. 

255        The  Solid  Rock. 

L.  M. 

1  My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  loss 

Than  .Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness ; 
I  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame. 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus'  name. 

Cho  —  On    Christ,    the    Solid   Rock,    I 
stand; 
All   other   ground    is   sinking   sand, 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

2  When  darkness  seems  to  veil  His  face, 
I  rest  on  His  unchanging  grace; 

In    every    high    and    stormy    gale, 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  veil. 

3  His  oath,  His  covenant,  His  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way, 
He   then  is  all   my   hope  and  stay. 

4  When  He  shall  come  with  trumpet 

sound, 
O  may  I  then  in  Him  be  found; 
Dressed  in  His  righteousness  alone, 
Faultless  to  stand  before  the  throne !! 
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The  Broad  Road. 

L.  M. 


1  Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 

And  thousands  walk  together  there ; 
But  wisdom  shows  a  narrow  path, 
With  here  and  there  a  traveler. 

2  "Deny  thyself  and  take  thy  cross," 

Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command; 
Nature  must  count  her  gold  but  dross, 
If   she   would    gain   the   heavenly 
land. 

3  The  fearful  soul  that  tires  and  faints, 

And  walks   the  ways   of  God   no 
more, 
Shall  be  esteemed  no  more  a  saint, 
And    makes   his    own   destruction 
sure. 

4  Lord,  let  not  all  our  hopes  be  vain; 

Create  my  heart  entirely  new: 
Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain, 
Which     false     professors     never 
knew\ 
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Ghrist  Weeping. 

S.  M. 


1  Did  Christ  o'er  sinners  weep, 

And  shall  our  cheeks  be  dry? 
Let  floods  of  penitential  grief 
Burst   forth   from   every   eye. 

2  The  Son  of  God  in  tears 

The    wondering    angels    see! 
Be  thou  astonished,  O  my  soul; 
He  shed  those  tears  for  thee. 


.".  He  wept   that   w»-  might   weep; 
Each  sin  demands  a   tear: 
In    heaven   alone    no   sin    is   found, 
And  there's  no  weeping  there. 

258  Insulted  Spirit,  Stay. 

L.  If. 

1  Stay,  thou  insulted  Spirit,  stay, 

Though    I    have   done   Thee    inch 
despite; 
Nor  cast   the   sinner  quite  away. 
Nor  take  Thine  everlasting  flight. 

2  Though    I    have    steeled    my    stub- 

born   heart, 
And  shaken  off  my  guilty  fears; 
And  vexed,  and  urged  Thee  to  de- 
part, 
For  many  long,  rebellious  years: 

3  Though  I  have  most  unfaithful  been, 

Of   all    who    e'er    Thy    grace    re- 
ceived; 
Ten   thousand   times   Thy   goodness 
seen; 

Ten  thousand  times  Thy  goodness 
grieved: 

4  Yet,  oh!  the  chief  of  sinners  spare, 

In  honor  of  my  great  High  Priest; 
Nor  in  Thy  righteous  anger  swear 
To  exclude  me  from  Thy  people's 
rest. 
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Try  Us,  0  God. 

C.  M. 


1  Try  us,  O  God,  and  search  the  ground 

Of  every  sinful  heart; 
Whate'er  of  sin  in  us  is  found, 
O  bid  it  all  depart. 

2  If  to  the  right  or  left  we  stray, 

Leave  us  not  comfortless; 
But  guide  our  feet  into  the  way 
Of  everlasting  peace. 

3  Help  us  to  help  each  other,  Lord, 

Each  other's  cross   to  bear; 

Let  each  his.  friendly  aid  afford, 

And  feel  his  brother's  care. 

4  Help  us  to  build  each  other  up, 

Our  little  stock  improve; 
Increase  our  faith,  confirm  our  hope, 
And  perfect  us  in  love. 

5  Up   into   Thee,   our   living   Head, 

Let  us  in  all  things  grow, 
Till  Thou  hast  made  us  free  indeed, 
And   spotless   here  below. 

6  Then,    when    the    mighty    work    is 

wrought, 
Receive    Thy    ready    bride; 
Give  us  in  heaven  a  happy  lot 
With  all  the  sanctified. 


_>(>() 


Lvon  Me. 


8»\   .     | 

1  Lord,  I  bear  of  ibowen  of  blessing 

Thou  art  Kettering  full  and  free; 
Showers,  the  thirsty  land  refreshing; 
Lei   tome  dropi  now  fall  on  me, 
Even  me. 

2  Pass  in.-  ii<. i,  < >  < ;..d.  my  Father. 

sinful  though  my  heart   may  be; 
Thou    might'el    leave    me,    but    the 
rather 
Let  Thy  mercy  light  on  me, 
Ev<  ii  me. 

.';  Pass  me  not,  <>  gracioua  Savior. 
Let   me  live  and  cling  to  Thee; 
I    am    longing    f*>r   Thy    favor; 
Whilst  Thou'rt  calling,  ( >  call  me, 
Even  m.-. 

1   Pass  me  n«>t,  <>  mighty  Spirit. 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'   merit, 
Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me. 
Even  me. 

5  Have  I  long  in  sin  been  sleeping, 
Long  been  Blighting,  grieving  Thee? 

l  las  t  be  world  my  heart  l d  keeping? 

( )  forgive  ami  rescue  me! 
Even   Mir. 

i\  Loi  e  of  t  rod,  s..  pure  and  changeless, 

Blood  <>f  Christ,  so  rich  and  free, 

Grace  of  God,  so  strong  ami  bound- 
less, 

.Magnify  them  all   in   me. 
Even   me. 

261       Taking  the  Gross. 

8s   &   7s.    D. 

1  Jesus,   I   my  oross   have   taken, 

All  to  leave  ami  follow  Thee, 
Naked,   poor,   despised,   forsaken. 

Thou,  from  heme  my  all  shalt  be. 
Perish  every  fond  ambition; 

All    I've    sought,    and    hoped.    ;md 
known; 
Yet    how    rich   is   my   condition! 
God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

2  I.et   the  world  despise  and  leave  me, 

They    have    left    my    Savior,    too; 
Human    hearts  ami  looks  deceive  me; 

ThOU   art    not.    like    man.    untrue. 
And.  while  ThOU  shalt  smile  upon  me. 

God   of  wisdom,   love  and   might. 
Fiics   may   hate,   and   friends   disown 
me; 

Show  Thy   face,  and   all  is  (.right. 

.".   « ;...  then,  earthly  fame  and  treasure! 
Come,   disaster,    scorn    and    pain! 
Iii   Thy   service,   pain   is   pleasure; 
With    Thy   favor.    loss   is   gain. 


I   have  called  Thee,  "Abba,  Father;*' 
1    have    set    my    heart    on   T: 

Storms    may    howl,    and    clouds    may 
gather. 
All  must   w..rk  for  good  to  me. 

1    Man    may    trouble    and    distress    me, 

'Twill  hut  drive  in.-  to  Thy  hreast  ; 

Life  with   trials  hard   may   press   me, 

ih  aven  will  bring  me  tweeter  rest. 

<  >   'lis   not    in   grief   t<.   harm    me. 

While    Thy    love    is    left    to    me; 
i  >  'twere  not    in  joy  to  (harm   me. 

Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 

.".    Haste   th.e   on  from  grace  to  glory. 
Armed    by    faith,    and    winged    by 

prayer; 

Heaven's    eteilia]    day's     before     thee. 

God'l    OWn    hand   shall    guide    thee 

there. 

Soon  shall  close  thy  earthly  mission. 

Swift   shall  pass  thy  pilgrim  days. 

ll"pe   shall   change   to  glad   fruition. 

Faith     to     sight,     ami     prayer     to 

praise. 

262  Love  Divine. 

^-    \    7s.     I). 

1  Love  divine,  all  loves  excelling, 

Joy  of  heaven,  to  earth  come  down. 
Fix   in   us  Thy  humble  dwelling: 

All  Thy   faithful   mercies   crown. 
Jesus.    Thou    art     all    compassion. 

Pure,    unbounded    love    Thou    art; 
Visit    us    with    Thy    salvation; 

Enter    every    trembling    heart. 

2  Rreathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit 

Into  every   troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  Inherit; 

Let    us   find    that    second    rest. 
Take   away    our    bent    to    ginning; 

Alpha  and  <  hnega  be; 
End   of   faith,    as   its   beginning. 

Set    our  hearts  at    liberty. 

.'>  Come,   almighty    to   deliver. 
Let    us  all  Thy  life   receive. 
Suddenly    return,    and   never. 

Nevermore   Thy   temples   leave: 
Thee    we    would    be   always   blessing. 

Serve  Thee   as  Thy   hosts   above. 
Pray,      and      praise      Thee      without 
ceasing. 
Glory  in  Thy  perfect   love, 

I    Finish   then  Thy  new  creation; 

Pure    and    spotless    let    us    be; 
Let   us  see  Thy  great   salvation. 

Perfectly    restored    in   Thee: 
Changed    from    glory    into    glory. 

Till  in  heaven   we   take  our  place, 
Till  w  e  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee. 

Lost    in   wonder,    love   and    praise. 


263    The  Land  of  Beulah. 

8s   &   7s.    1). 

1  I  am  dwelling  on  the  mountain, 

Where  the  golden  sunlight  gleams 

O'er  a  land  whose  wondrous  beauty 
Par  exceeds  my  fondest  dreams; 

Where   the   air  is  pure,  ethereal. 
Laden  with  the  breath  of  flowers, 

That  are  blooming  by  the  fountain, 
'Neath    the    amaranthine    bowers. 

Cho. — Is  not  this  the  land  of  Beulah, 
Blessed,    blessed   land   of   light, 
Where    the    flowers    bloom    forever. 
And  the  sun  is  always  bright? 

2  I  can   see  far  down   the   mountain, 

Where  I  wandered  weary  years, 
Often   hindered  in   my  journey 

By  the  ghosts  of  doubts  and  fears; 
Broken    vows    and    disappointments 

Thickly  sprinkled  all  the  way, 
But  the  Spirit  led,  unerring, 

To  the  land  I  hold  to-day. 

3  I  am  drinking  at  the  fountain, 

Where  I  ever  would  abide; 
For  I've  tasted  life's  pure  river, 

And  my  soul  is  satisfied; 
There's  no  thirsting  for  life's  pleas- 
ures, 

Nor  adorning  rich  and  gay, 
For  I've  found  a  richer  treasure, 

One   that  fadeth  not  away. 

4  Tell  me  not  of  heavy  crosses, 

Nor  of  burdens  hard  to  bear, 
For  I've  found  this  great  salvation 

Makes  each  burden  light  appear; 
And  I  love  to  follow  Jesus, 

Gladly  counting  all  but  dross, 
Worldly  honors  all  forsaking 

For  the  glory  of  the  cross. 
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What  a  friend. 

8s  &  7s.  D. 


1  What  a   Friend   we  have  in  Jesus, 

All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear! 
What  a  privilege  to  carry 

Everything  to  God  in  prayer! 
O  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 

O  what  needless  pain  we  bear, 
All  because  we  do  not  carry 

Everything  to  God  in  prayer! 

2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 

Is    there   trouble   anywhere? 
We  should  never  be  discouraged, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness. 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


.">    Are    we    weak    and    heavy-laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  Care? 

Precious  Savior,  still  our  refuge, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 

Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer; 

In    His   arms    He'll    take   and    shield 
thee, 
Thou   wilt  find  a  BOlace   there. 
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All  for  Jesus. 


1  All  for  Jesus,   all   for  Jesus! 

All  my  being's  ransomed  powers; 
All    my    thoughts    and    words    and 
doings, 
All  my  days   and  all   my   hours. 

Ref. — All  for  Jesus!  all  for  Jesus! 
All  my  days  and  all  my  hours. 

2  Let  my  hands  perform  His  bidding, 

Let  my  feet  run  in  His  ways, 
Let  my   eyes   see   Jesus   only, 

Let  my  lips  speak  forth  His  praise. 

3  Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 

I've  lost  sight  of  all  beside; 
So  enchained  my  spirit's  vision, 
Looking   at    the    Crucified. 

4  Oh,  what  wonder!  how  amazing! 

Jesus,   glorious   King  of  kings, 
Deigns  to  call  me  His  beloved, 
Lets  me  rest  beneath  His  wings. 

266  The  Excellencies  of  Ghrist. 

1  O  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth, 

0  could  I  sound   the  glories  forth, 
\v  hich  in  my  Savior  shine, 

I'd    soar    and    touch    the    heavenly 

strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 
In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin  and  wrath  divine; 
I'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness, 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I'd    sing   the    characters   He   bears, 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted   on  His   throne; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 

1  would  to   everlasting  days 
Make  all  His  glories  known. 

4  Well,   the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me 

home, 
And  I  shall  see  His  face; 
Then     with     my     Savior,     Brother, 

Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend, 
Triumphant  in  His  grace. 
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Consecration. 


1  M>    body,  soul  end   spirit. 

Jesus,  I  gii  i  to  Thee ; 
\    oneecreted  offering, 
Thine  evermore  to  be, 

<  'lit..      My   :ill    is   .mi    the   :illar. 
I'm    uniting   for    the   fife; 

Waiting,  waiting,  waiting, 
I'm  ireiting  for  the  fire. 

2  <>    Jesus,    mighty    Savior. 

I   trust   iu  Tii.v  greet   neme, 

I    look    for    Tliy    salvation. 

Thy  promise  now   I  claim. 

:;  ( Mi,  let  the  fire,  descending 

.lust    now    upon    my    soul, 

Oonsnme   my   bumble  offering, 
Ami  cleanse  and  make  me  whole. 

4   I'm  Thine,  ()  blessed  Jesu3, 

Washed  by  Thy  cleansing  blood; 

\o\v   seal   me  l>y  Thy   Spirit 
A   sacrifice   to  God. 

268  Take  Me  as  I  Am. 

1  .Jesus,  my  Lord,   to  Thee  I  cry: 
Unless   Thou    help   me,   I    must   die: 

<  Hi.   bring   Thy   free   salvation   nigh, 

And   take   me  as   I   am! 

Cho. — Take    me   as   I   am, 
Take   me  as  I  am, 

<  >h.   bring  Thy  free   salvation   nigh, 

And  take  me  as  I  am! 

2  Helpless  I   am,  and  full  of  guilt, 
Hut  yet  for  me  Thy  blood  was  spilt. 
And    Thou    canst    make    me    what 

Thou  wilt, 
And   take   me   as   I  am! 

3  I  thirst,  I  long  to  know  Thy  love, 
Thy    full    salvation    I    would    prove. 
Hut  since  to  Thee  I   cannot   move. 

O  take  me  as  I  am! 

4  If  Thou  hast  work  for  me  to  do, 
Inspire    my    will,    my    heart    renew; 
And   work   both  in  and   by   me   too, 

Hut    take    me   as   I  am! 

269  Near  the  Gross 

1  JeSUB,  keep  me  near  the  cross. 

There    a    precious    fountain 
Free   to   all— a    healing   stream. 
Flows    from    Calvary's    mountain. 

Oho.      In    the    cross,    in    the    cross. 
Be    my    glory    ever: 
Till    my    raptured   soul    shall   find 

Beat    beyond   the  river. 

2  N'-ar    the    <  n><s.    :1    trembling    soul, 

Love    and    mercy    found    me; 
There   the  bright    and   Morning  Star 
Sheds    i's    beams    around    me. 


9  Neai    th<  0  Lamb  of  ( ;..,). 

Bring  it  -   >■  enee   before  me ; 

H.lp   m.-    walk    from   day    to   day, 

With    its    shadow!   o'er   me. 

I    \.ar   the  .toss    I'll   watch  and    wait. 

Hoping,    trusting,   ever, 
Till  I  reach  the  golden  strand. 

Jual    beyond    the    river. 

270  Mighty  to  Save. 

1   ah  glorj   to  .lesus  hi-  given, 

That    life    and    salvation    an     f  i  ■  •■ . 

And  all  may  be  weened  and  f orgi 

And  Jeans  i  an  sai e  ei  en  me. 

Cho.     fee,   Jesus   ie  might] 

And    all     His    salvation     may     know; 
<  Mi    I  lis   bosom   I    lean. 
And    His    blood    makes    me    (lean. 

For  His  blood  can  wash  whiter  than 

snow. 

-    From  darkness  ami  sin  and  despair. 
Out    into   the   light   of  His   ! 
He  has  brought  me  and  made  n  ■ 
heir 
To  kingdoms  and  mansions  ;•. 

.'}  The  rapturous  heights  of   Hie   love, 
The    measureless    depths    of    His 
grace, 
My  soul  all  His  fulness  would  pi 
And   live    in    His    loving    embrace. 

4    In   Him   all   my   wants   are   supplied; 

His  love  makes  my  heaven  below. 

And  freely  His  blood  is  applied, 

His  blood  that  makes  whiter  ihan 
snow. 

271  The  Gleansing  Stream. 

1  Oh,  now  I  see  the  crimson  wave, 

The    fountain   deep    and    wide; 

Jesus,    my    Lord,    mighty    to    save. 

Points    to    His   wounded  side. 

Cho.      The  cleansing  st  ream  I  >•     .  I 

I    plunge,    and    oh,    it    cleanseth    me! 

O  praise  the  Lord,  it  cleanseth  me! 
It  cleanseth  me,  yes.  cleanseth  me! 

2  I  see   the  new  creation   rist 

I    hear    the    speaking    blood! 
It     speaks!    polluted    nature    dies! 
Sinks    'neath    the    cleansing    flood. 

3  I  rise  to  walk  in  heaven's  own  light. 

Above    the   world   of   sin. 
With     heart     made     pun-,    and     gSX- 

ments  white, 
And   Christ    enthroned    within. 

1    Ama/.ing    grace!    'tis    heaven    below, 

To     feel     'he     blOOd     applied; 

And    .lesus.    only    .lesus    know. 
Mv    Jesus    crucified. 


272  The  Half  Was  Never  Told. 

1  I  know  I  love  Thee  better,  Lord, 

Than  any  earthly  joy, 
For  Thou  hast  given  me  the  peace 

Which    nothing   can    destroy. 

Clio.-  -Thr  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 
Of  Love   so  full   and  free; 
The    half    has    never   yet    been    told, 
The   blood — it  cleanseth   me. 

2  I   know    that    Thou    art    nearer   still 

Than   any  earthly  throng, 
And  sweeter  is  the  thought  of  Thee 
Than  any  lovely  song. 

3  Thou  hast  put  gladness  in  ray  heart; 

Then    well    may    I    be    glad! 
Without   the  secret  of  Thy  love 
I  could  not  but  be  sad. 

4  O  Savior,  precious  Savior  mine! 

What   will  Thy  presence  be, 
If  such  a  life  of  joy  can  crown 
Our  walk  on  earth  with  Thee? 
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Pill  Me  Now. 


1  Hover  o'er  me.  Holy  Spirit, 

Bathe  my  trembling  heart  and  brow ; 

Fill  me  with  Thy  hallowed  presence; 

Come,   O  come   and  fill  me  now. 

Cho. — Fill  me  now,  fill  me  now, 
Jesus,   come   and   fill   me    now; 
Fill  me  with  Thy  hallowed  presence; 
Come,  O  come  and  fill  me  now\ 

2  Thou  canst  fill  me,  gracious  Spirit, 

Though  I  cannot  tell  Thee   how; 

But  I  need  Thee,  greatly  need  Thee; 

Come,   O  come  and  fill   me   now. 

3  I  am  weakness,  full  of  weakness, 

At  Thy   sacred    feet   I  bow; 
Blest,   divine,  eternal   Spirit, 

Fill  with  power  and  fill  me  now. 

4  Cleanse  and  comfort,  bless  and  save 

me, 
Bathe,  O  bathe  my  heart  and  brow ; 
Thou  art  comforting  and  saving, 
Thou    art    sweetly    filling    now. 

274      Trusting  in  Thee. 

1  I  am  coming  to  the  cross; 

I  am  poor,  and  weak,  and  blind, 
I  am   counting  all  but  dross; 
I  shall  full  salvation  find. 

Cho. — I   am    trusting,   Lord,   in   Thee, 
Blest    Lamb    of    Calvary; 
Humbly   at    Thy    cross    I    bow, 
Save  me,   Jesus,   save   me  now. 

2  Long  my  heart  has  sighed  for  Thee, 

Long   has   evil   reigned   within; 


Jesus  sweetly   ■peaki  to  me. 

'"I    will  cleanse  you   from   all   sin."' 

.*'.   In  Thy  promises  I  trust. 

.Now    I   feed   the   blood    applied. 
I    am   prostrate  in    the   dust; 
I  with  Christ  am  crucified. 

275      Led  by  the  Spirit. 

7s.  D. 

1  Holy   Spirit,   faithful   Guide, 
Ever  near   the   Christians   side; 
Gently  lead  us  by  the  hand, 
Pilgrims  in  a  desert  land; 
Weary   souls  fore'er  rejoice, 
While  they  hear  that  sweetest  voice, 
Whispering  softly,  "Wanderer,  come ! 
Follow   Me,   I'll   guide   thee   home." 

2  Ever  present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever   near  Thine   aid    to   lend, 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear, 
Groping  on  in  darkness  drear; 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore, 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give 

o'er, 
Whisper  softly,  "Wanderer,  come! 
Follow  Me,   I'll  guide    thee  home." 

3  When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease, 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release, 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Wondering  if  our  names  are  there; 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood, 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood, 
Whisper   softly,    "Wanderer,   come! 
Follow   Me,   I'll  guide   thee   Lome." 
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Decision. 

C.  M. 


1  Come,     humble     sinner,     in     whose 

breast 
A    thousand    thoughts    revolve; 
Come,    with    your    guilt    and    fear 
oppressed, 
And  make   this  last  resolve: 

2  I'll  go   to   Jesus,    though   my   sin 

Like  mountains  round  me  close; 
I  know  His  courts,  I'll  enter  in, 
Whatever  may  oppose. 

3  Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  His  throne, 

And  there  my  guilt  confess; 
I'll  tell  Him,  I'm  a  wretch  undone 
Without    His    sovereign    grace. 

4  I'll  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 

Whose  scepter  pardon  gives; 
Perhaps  He  may  command  my  touch, 
And  then  the   suppliant  lives. 

5  He   surely  will   admit   my   plea, 
Will    surely    hear    my    prayer; 
How  can  I  perish  while  'tis  He 
Who  bids  me  welcome  there! 


277  Linger  Not 

Turn-:      .-mm  <  i     lt,>     and     Ily . 

1  Thine  Iniquity  swells  like  the  tide, 

And    the   day    .»f    His    \  engeaSM •••    is 
OOOMj 
I      BBt    thy    spirit    His   coming   abide? 

Canal  thou  bear  the  Impenitent*! 

tl«  •<  .in  | 

Cha     Predoua   Bool,    linger   not! 
Linger  not  on  the  ■tonn-covered 
plain; 
PrecJoni  aool,  linger  not, 

«  »r     thy     life     will     be     lost     with 

the  slain* 

2  Oh,  escape  to  the  mountain  of  God! 

Linger  nol  on  the  atorm-covered 

plain. 

For  the  ckmd  of  His  wrath  apreada 
abroad, 
And'tia  death  to  thy  soul  to  remain. 

.".  There  are  loved  onea  who  stay  with 
the  loat! 
There  are  treaaurea   to  think  of 
and  leave; 
lint  thy  aonl  is  «<f  Infinite  coat; 
Break  away  from  thine  Idola  and 
live. 

i   Being  justified  now  hy  His  blood, 
Bayed    from   wrath   we   shall   be, 
l»y  and   by, 
Cleansed  from  sin  in  this  fife-giving 
flood, 
We  arc  ready  to  live  and  to  die. 

278  Jesus  Is  Mine. 

1  Fade,  fade,  each  earthly  joy; 

Jeans   is   mine. 
Break,  every  tender  tie; 

Jeans    is    mine. 
Hark  is  the  wilderness, 
Earth   has   no   resting-place, 
Jesus  alone  can  1' 

Jesus  is  mine. 

2  Tempi  nol  my  soul  away; 

JeSUS   is   mine. 
Here   would   I  ever  stay. 

Jesus  la   mine. 
Perishing   things   of  ••lay. 
Born  hut  for  one  brief  day, 
!'    M   fr«>m   my  ln-art   away. 

Jeans  is  mine. 

::  Farewell,  ye  dreams  of  night, 

Jeana  la  mine. 
Lost   in   this  dawning  lighl 

Jesua  is  mine. 
All   that    my   soul   has   tried, 
Left  hut  a  dismal  void. 
Jesua  baa  satisfied, 

Jesua  is  mine. 


I    Farewell,    mortality. 

i-  mine. 
Welcome,  eternity,  / 

Jeana  la  mine. 
Welcome,   0   loved   and    bk 
Welcome 
\v.  Icome,  my  Savior's  breast, 

Jesus  la  mine. 
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Separation. 


*K.     I). 

1  <  I  Jeans,  delight   of  my  s<>ui: 

HowoaalThj  goodness  proclaim? 
Twaa   Thou    thai    didst    make    my 

heart     Whole, 

All  honor  be  anto  Thy  name. 
Thoo  didst  light  ap  my  spirit  within, 

Proclaiming  salvation  ao  fi 
When    burdened    with    Borrow    and 
guilt, 

And  vQenesa  waa  nil  I  could 

2  I  gave  Thee  my  poor  fainting  heart, 

And   BOOS   Thy   aalvation    !    found; 

Nor  can  I.  nor  will  I  depart 

From     One     whose     great      love 
doth  abound. 

0  seal  me  and  keep  me  Thine  awn, 
And   wash   me   and   make   BM   like 

Thee, 
That    I    ujo.li    The.-    may    recline. 
From    sinning   he   evermore    bee. 

3  This  poor,  faithless  world  shall  ail  go, 

Forever   I    turn  from  it   now; 
For   none   bnt    my   Jesus    I'll   know. 

Recorded  on  high  la  my  vow. 

1  am  Thine,  pleased  Jesus,  all  Thine! 

The  witness  impart   unto  me; 
The  death   that    I   die  is   to   sin. 
The  life  that  I  live  Is  to  Thee. 

4  The  current  of  life  warmly  flows 

Upon    me    from    Jesus"    side: 

Tia  cleansing  as  onward  it   g 

In  Jesus  'tis  aweet  to  abide. 

Salvation    is    full    and    all    free. 
I  glory   alone   in   the  croaa; 
From  the  world   it   has  now  set   me 

free. 

Its  claims  I  ran  see  art'  hut  th 

5  Go     friends      that     would     keep     me 

from  liirn! 
<Io    joys,    that    would    share    with 
His  loi  e! 
Go  hopes,  that  would  draw  me  to  sin! 
<;.•  all.   that   from   Him   would   re- 
move. 
( !ome  sorrow,  if  only  in  thee 

I  shall  cling  to  my  Savior  and  God; 
Come  scorn,  and   reproach,  if  left 

free 

To  be  drawn  evermore  t.«  my  Lord. 


280  The  Ghild  of  a  King. 

1  My   Father   i*   rich   in    houses   and 

lands. 

He  holdeth  the  wealth  of  the  world 

in    His   hands! 
Of    rnhies   and   diamonds,   of    silver 

and    gold, 

His  coffers  are  full, — He  has  riches 
untold. 

Cho. — I'm  the  child  of  a  King. 
The  child  of  a   King; 
With  Jesus,  my  Savior, 
I'm  the  child  of  a   King. 

2  My   Father's   own   Son,    the   Savior 

of  men, 
Once    wandered    o'er    earth    as    the 

poorest  of  them; 
But  now  He  is  reigning  forever  on 

high, 
And  will  give  me  a  home  in  heaven 

by  and  by. 

3  I  once  was  an  outcast,  stranger  on 

earth, 
A  sinner  by  choice,  an  alien  by  birth! 
But  I've  been   adopted,   my   name's 

written  down, — 
An  heir  to  a  mansion,   a  robe   and 

a  crown. 

4  A  tent  or  a  cottage,  why  should  I 

care? 
They're    building    a    palace    for    me 

over  there! 
Though  exiled  from  home,  yet  still 

I  may  sing: 
All  glory  to  God,   I'm   the  child   of 

a  King. 

281  I  Need  Thee. 

1  I   need   Thee    every   hour, 

Most  gracious  Lord; 
No    tender   voice   like   Thine 
Can   peace   afford. 

Cho— I  need  Thee,  O  I  need  Thee; 
Every  hour  I   need  Thee; 
O  bless  me  now,  my  Savior, 
I  come  to  Thee! 

2  I  need   Thee   every   hour, 

Stay  Thou  near  by; 
Temptations   lose    their   power 
When  Thou  art  nigh. 

3  I  need   Thee   every   hour, 

In  joy  or  pain; 
Come    quickly   and   abide, 
Or  life  is  vain. 

4  I  need  Thee  every  hour, 

Teach  me  Thy  will; 
And   Thy  rich  promises 
In   me   fulfil. 


6  I  need  Thee  every  hour, 
Most    Holy  One; 
<>   make   me   Thine   indeed, 

Thoil    blessed    Son! 

282  Entire  Consecration. 

7e. 

1  Take  my  life  and  let  it  be 
Consecrated,  Lord,  to  Thee; 
Take  my  moments  and  my  days, 
Let  them  flow  in  ceaseless  praise. 

2  Take  my  hands  and  let  them  move 
At  the  impulse  of  Thy  love; 
Take  my  feet  and  let  them  be 
Swift  to  ever  follow  Thee. 

3  Take  my  silver  and  my  gold, 
Not  a  mite  would  I  withhold; 
Take  my  intellect  and  use 

Every  power  as  Thou  shalt  choose. 

4  Take  my  voice  and  let  me  sing 
Always,  only,  for  my  King; 
Take  my  lips  and  let  them  be 
Filled  with  messages  from  Thee. 

5  Take   my  will   and   make   it  Thine, 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine; 

Take  my  heart,  it  is  Thine  own, 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 

6  Take  my  love,  my  Lord — I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure  store; 
Take  myself  and  I  will  be, 
Ever,   only,   all   for  Thee. 

283  The  Pilgrim's  Son*. 

7s. 

1  Children   of  the  heavenly  King, 
As  we  journey  let  us   sing; 

Sing   our   Savior's    worthy    praise, 
Glorious  in  His  works  and  ways. 

2  We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  fathers  trod; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness   shall  see. 

3  O  ye  banished  seed,  be  glad; 
Christ   our  Advocate  is   made: 
Us  to  save   our  flesh  assumes, 
Brother  to  our  souis  becomes. 

4  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light; 
Zion's  city  is  in  sight; 

There  our  endless  home  shall  be, 
There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 

5  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand, 
On  the  borders  of  our  land; 
Jesus    Christ,    our   Father's   Son, 
Bids  us  undismayed  go  on. 

6  Lord!    obediently    we'll    go, 
Gladly   leaving    all   below; 
Only    Thou   our   leader   be, 

And    we    still    will    follow    Thee. 


284  MM,  My  vSoul. 

1     Ari-e.    my    s>'iil.    arise; 

Shake    <-lT    thy    guilty   feSIS, 

The  bleeding   ■acrillce 

in  in>  behalf  appears: 
Before  the  throne  my  Buret?  ■tends, 
M>  nunc  is  written  on  hii  bends. 

'j  1 1.-  erer  lives  shore, 
For  in'-  to  Intercede; 
\i\<  all  redeeming  lore, 

His  precious  blood   to  plend; 
His  blood  stoned  f<>r  all  <»nr  race, 
And   sprinkles   now   the    throne   <>f 
grace. 
.".  i'i\e  ill Ung  wounds  He  beers, 

Received   on  Calvary; 

They  pour  effectnsl  prsyers, 

They  strongly  plead  f.>r  me: 
"Forgive  him.  0  forgive."  they  cry, 

"Nor  let    that   ransomed  sinner  die." 

4  The   Father  hears   Him  pray, 
I  lis    dear   anointed    (  >ne; 

He  cannot   turn  away 

The     presence     of     His     Son; 

His  Spirit   answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I   am  born  of  God. 

B  My  Cod  is  reconciled; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear: 
I  le  owns   me   for   His   child; 

I  can   no   longer   fear: 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And.   "Father,   Abba,    Father,"    cry. 

285  Is  My  Name  Written  There? 

1  Lord,   I   care    not    for  riches. 

Neither  silver  nor  gold; 
I    would    make    sure    of    heaven. 

I  would  enter  the  fold; 
In  the  book  of  Thy  kingdom, 

With  its  pages  so  fair, 
Tell    me,   Jesus,    my    Savior, 

Is  my  name  written  there  1 

Cho. — Is   my   name    written   there. 
On    the    page   white    and    fair? 
In    the   hook   of  Thy    kingdom. 
Is   my   name   written   there? 

2  Lord,  my  sins   they  are  many. 

lake   the  sands  of   tin-  sea. 
Bal   Thy  blood.  ()  my  Savior. 

Is    gnfficient    for    me; 
For  Thy   promise  is   written 

In    bright    letters    that    glow, 
"Though   yonr   sins   he   as   scarlet. 

I   will   make   them   like   snow.*' 

8  Oh!    that    beautiful    city. 

With    its   mansions   of   light. 

With   its  glorified   beings, 

In    pure    garments   of    white; 


Where    no   evil    thing   cometh 
To    despoil    wh.it    is    fair; 

Where   the  sngeli   are   srstching, 

Is    1 1 1 >     name    written    there? 

286  I  Gave  My  Life  for  Thee. 

1    I   gave    my    life   for    tl,. 

My    prec^us    blood    I    shed. 
That    thOU    Dlighfef    ransomed    I.e. 
And    quickened    from    the   dead; 

I  gave  my  life  f..r  thee: 

What    hast    thou    done    for   M-  ': 

-     I     suffered     much    for     thee. 

More     than     thy    tongue    can     tell, 

<  >f  bitterest   agony, 

To     rescue     thee     from     hell. 

I"ve   home    it    all    for   1 1 

What  bast  thou  borne  f<>r  Ifel 

'.'>   Ami    I  have  brought    to   t!  • 

Down    from    My    home    shove, 
Salvation  full  ami  fn 

My    pardon   and    My    h 

Great  gifts  I  brought  to  | 

What    hast    thou    hroUght    to    Me'/ 

\    <  Hi.  let   thy  life  he  <riveM. 

Thy   yeaiS   for   Me    he   spent, 
World-fet  lers  all  be  riven. 

And  joy  with  Buffering  blent. 

I    gave    Myself    for    t! 
(live    thou    thyself    to    Me! 

287  Revive  Us  A$ain. 

1    We    praise    Tl <>    Cod! 

For   the    Son    of   Thy   h>ve. 
Tor     Jesus     who     died. 
And    is    now    gone    above. 

Cho. — Hallelujah!   Thine    the   glory, 
Hallelujah!     Amen. 
Hallelujah!   Thine   the   glory, 
Revive    us    again. 

_'  We  praise  Thee,  0  God! 

Tor    the    Spirit    of    light. 
Who  has  shown  us  our  Savior. 
And   scattered   our   night. 

."'.  All    glory    and    praise 

To    the    Lamb    that    was    slain. 
Who   baa    home   all    our   sins. 
And    has    cleansed    every    stain. 

I    All    glory    and    praise 
To   the  God  of  all   gra 

Who   has   bought   us.   and   sought    us. 
And  guided  our   ways. 

5   Revive    us    again; 

Fill   each   heart   with  Thy   lore; 
May    each    soul    he     rekindled 
With    tire    from    above 


288  Have  You  Been  to  Jesus? 

1    Have    you     been     to    Jesus     for     the 

cleansing  power? 

Are   yoil    washed   In    the    blood    of 
tlu>    Lamb? 
Are  you  fully  trusting  in  His  grace 
this  hour? 
Arc   you    washed  in   the   blood   of 
the   Lamb? 

Cho. — Are  you  washed  in  the  blood, 
In    the    soul-tdeansing    blood     of 
the    Lamb? 
Are    your    garments    spotless?    are 
they   white   as   snow? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood   of 
the  Lamb? 

12  Are  you    walking   daily   by  the   Sa- 
vior's side? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of 
the  Lamb? 
Do   you   rest   each   moment   in    the 
Crucified? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood  of 
the   Lamb? 

3  When   the  Bridegroom  cometh   will 
your   robes   be  white, 
Pure   and   white   in   the   blood   of 
the    Lamb? 
Will    your    soul    be    ready    for    the 
mansions  bright? 
Are  you  washed  in  the  blood   of 
the    Lamb? 
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Satisfied. 

8s  &  7s. 


1  All  my  life  long  I  had  panted 

For    a    draught    from    some    cool 
spring 
That    I    hoped    would    quench    the 
burning 
Of  the  thirst  I  felt  within. 

Cho. — Hallelujah !  I  have  found  Him — 
Whom  my  soul  so  long  has  craved! 
Jesus  satisfies  my  longings; 

Through    His    blood    I    now    am 
saved. 

2  Feeding   on   the   husks   around   me, 

Till  my  strength  was  almost  gone, 
Longed  my  soul  for  something  better, 
Only  still  to  hunger  on. 

3  Poor  I  was,  and  sought  for  riches, 

Something   that   would   satisfy, 
But  the  dust  I  gathered  round  me 
Only  mocked  my  soul's  sad  cry. 

4  Well  of  water,  ever  springing, 

Bread  of  life,  so  rich  and  free, 
Untold   wealth   that   never  faileth, 
My  Redeemer  is  to  me. 


290      The  Precious  Name. 

1  Take    the    name    of   Jesus    with   you 

Child  of  sorrow  and   of  woe; 
It   will  joy  and  comfort   give  you, 
Take  it  then  where'er  you  go. 

Cho. — Precious   name,   O   how  sweet! 
Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heaven, 
Precious   name,   O   how  sweet! 
Hope  of  earth  and  joy  of  heaven. 

2  Take  the  name  of  Jesus  ever, 

As  a  shield  from  every  snare; 
If    temptations    round    you    gather, 
Breathe  that  holy  name  in  prayer. 

3  At  the  name  of  Jesus  bowing, 

Falling  prostrate  at  His  feet, 
King  of  kings  in  heaven  we'll  crown 
Him, 
When  our  journey  is  complete. 
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It  Reaches  Me. 

8s  &  7s. 


1  O  this  uttermost  salvation, 

'Tis  a  fountain  full  and  free, 
Pure,    exhaustless,   ever-flowing, 
Wondrous   grace!   it   reaches  me. 

Cho. — It  reaches  me,  it  reaches  me; 

Wondrous  grace!   it  reaches  me; 
Pure,  exhaustless,  ever-flowing, 

Wondrous   grace!  it   reaches   me. 

2  How   amazing,    God's    compassion, 

That  so  vile  a  worm  should  prove 
This  stupendous  bliss  of  heaven, 
This  unmeasured  wealth  of  love. 

3  Jesus,   Savior,  I  adore  Thee! 

How  Thy  love  I  will  proclaim; 
I  will  tell  the  blessed  story, 
I   will   magnify   Thy   name. 

292  Believing  and  Receiving. 

1  Sins  of  years  are  washed  away, 

Blackest  stains  become  as  snow, 
Darkest  night  is  changed  to  day, 
When  I  to  the  fountain  go. 

Cho. — I'm  believing  and  receiving, 
While  I  to  the  fountain  go; 
And     my     heart     the      blood     is 
cleansing 
Whiter  than  the  driven  snow. 

2  Doubts   and  fears   are   borne   along 

On   the  current's   ceaseless   flow; 
Sorrow  changes   into  song, 
When  I  to  the  fountain  go. 

3  Selfishness  is  lost  in  love, 

Love  for  Him  whose  love  I  know 
All  my  treasure  is  above, 
When   I   to   the  fountain  go. 


293    More  Love  to  Thee. 
i  Ifori  loTt  to  Til.-.-,  o  ci, i 

If    re    |o?€    I"    Tl.' 

1 1.  ir  Thou  the  prayer  I  make 

( »n  bended  K:. 

This    is    my    tarueet    p] 

More  lore,  ( I  Chriit,  i««  Thee, 
More  lore  t<»  Th< 

l'  ( Mi.  -•  earthly  joy  I  crared, 
Bought  peace  and  reet; 
Now  Thee  alone  I  aeek, 

( ii\  e    what    It    hest  j 

This   ;ill   my   prayer   shall    be, 

More  love,  <>  Christ,  t..  Thee, 
More  love  t<»  Th< 

.'{   Lei   sorrow   <lo  its  work. 
Come  grief  or  pain; 
Sweet  arc  Thy  meeaengere, 
Bweet  their  refrain, 
When  they  can  sing  with  me.- 
More  lore,  <>  Christ,  to  Thee, 
Mori-  love   to   Tic 

4  Then  shall   my  latest  hreath. 
Whisper  Thy  praise. 

This  be  the  parting  cry 

My    heart    shall    raise; 
This    still    its    prayer    shall    he 
More  love.  O  Christ,  to  Thee, 
More  love  to  Thee! 
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Let  Me  Die. 


1    ( >  God,  my  heart  doth  long  for  Thee; 

Let   me  die! 
Now  set  my  soul  at  liberty; 

Let  me  die! 
Die  to  the  trifling  things  of  earth — 
They're   now  to   me  of  little  worth: 
My    Savior    calls — I'm    going    forth: 

Let  me  die! 

L'  Thy    slaying   power    in    me   display! 
Let  me  die! 
I  must  be  dead  from  day  to  day! 

Let  me  die! 
Dead  to  the  world  and  its  applause. 
To   all   the   customs,  fashions,   laws. 
Of    those    who    hate    the    humbling 

<ToSS 

Let  me  die! 

.".   Mv  friends  raav  sav  I'll  ruined  he. 
If  I   die! 
If   I   leave  all   and   follow  Thee — 

Bnt   111  die: 

Their   arguments    will    never   weigh, 
Nor  stand  the  trying  judgment-day; 

Help  me  to  cast  them  all  away — 
Let  me  die! 

4  When    I    am    dead,    then,    Lord,    to 
Thee, 

I    will    live. 


Mv    time,    my    strength,    my    all   to 
Thee, 

Will    1    g] 
I'll    work    prito    The.-,    my    blei 

Lord. 
I'll    he    obedient    to   Thy    word; 

I'll    wield    with   power   the    goepel 
■word, 

While     I     live. 

295  Love  for  the  Ghurch. 

S.  M. 

l   I   lore  Thy  kingdom,  Lord, 
The  bonee  of  Thin.-  ibode, 
The  Church  our  bleat  Redeemei 

With  His  own  precious  blood. 

*_'   I    love   Thy   Church.    0   God! 

Qer  wails  before  Thee  stand. 

Dear    as    the    apple    of   Thine    • 
And   graven    on   Thy   hand. 

.'I    Por  her  my   tears  shall  fall; 

For  her  my   prayers   tecend; 
To  ber  my  caret  and  toils  he  given 
Till    toils    and    caret    shall    end. 

i  Beyond  my  highest  joj 

I    prize    her    heavenly    v. 
Her  sweet  communion,  tolemn  roWB, 
Her  hymns  of  ioTt  and  praJ 

5  Sure  as  Thy  truth  shall  last. 
To    /.ion    shall    he   given 
The  bright  est  gloriea earth  can  yield, 

Ami   brighter   hliss   of   heaven. 

296  All  to  Ghrist  I  Owe. 

1  I  hear  the  Savior  say. 

Thy  strength   indeed  is  small; 
Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray, 
Find  in  Me   thine  all  in  all. 

Cho. — Jesus  paid  it  all. 
All  to  Him  I  owe; 
Sin   had  left    a   crimson  stain: 
He  washed  it  white  as  snow. 

2  Lord,  now  indeed  I  find 

Thy  power,  and  Thine  alone. 
Can   change   the   leper's    ^pots. 

And  melt   the  heart  of  stone. 

.'*.    For   nothing   good   have   I 

Whereby  Thy  grace  to  claim — 
I'll    wash    my   garment    white 

In   the   blood   "f   Calvary's    Lamb. 

\    When    from    my    dying    bed 

My    ransomed    soul    shall    rise. 
Then    "Jesus   paid   it    all." 

Shall   rend   the   vaulted  skies. 

5   And   when  before  the   throne 
I   stand   in   Him   complete, 
I'll  lay  my   trophies  down, 
All   down   at   Jesus'   feet. 


297  Missionary  Hymn. 

1  From   Greenland's   ley   mountains, 

From  India's  coral  strand, 
Where   Afric's   sunny  fountains 

Roll  down  their  golden  sand, 
From   many  an  ancient   river, 

From  many  a  palmy  plain, 
They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  What  though  the  spicy  breezes 

Blow  soft   o'er  Ceylon's   isle; 
Though  every   prospect   pleases, 

And  only  man  is  vile: 
In  vain  with  lavish  kindness 

The  gifts   of   God   are  strown; 
The   heathen,   in  his   blindness, 

Bows  down  to  wood  and  stone. 

3  Can  we,  whose  souls  are  lighted 

With  wisdom  from  on  high, 
Can  we,  to  men  benighted, 

The  lamp  of  life  deny? 
Salvation,  oh,  salvation! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  each  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's   name. 

4  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds,  His  story, 

And  you,  ye  waters,  roll, 
Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 

It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole; 
Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 

The  Lamb  for  sinners  slain, 
Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 

In  bliss  returns  to  reign! 

298  We're  Marchin*  to  Zion. 

1  Come,  ye  that  love  the  Lord, 

And  let  your  joys  be  known; 

Join  in  a  song  with   sweet  accord, 

And  thus  surround  His  throne. 

Cho. — We're  marching  to  Zion, 
Beautiful,  beautiful  Zion; 
We're  marching  upward  to  Zion, 
The   beautiful  city  of   God. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 

Who  never  knew  our  God, 
But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  The  men  of  grace  have  found 

Glory  begun  below; 
Celestial  fruit  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow. 

4  The  hill  of  Zion  yields 

A  thousand  sacred  sweets, 
Before  we  reach  the  heavenly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  streets. 


5  Then  1 « * t  our  s«.ims  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry; 
We're    marching    through    Iranian- 

uel's  ground, 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

299  Why  Do  You  Wait? 

1  Why   do   you    wait,   dear  brother, 

Oh,  why  do  you  tarry  so  long? 
Your  Savior  is  waiting  to  give  you 
A   place  in  his   sanctified   throng. 

Cho. — Why   not,    why   not? 
Why  not  come  to  Him  now? 

2  What  do  you  hope,  dear  brother, 

To  gain  by  a  further  delay? 
There's  no  one  to  save  you  but  Jesus, 
There's  no  other  way  but  His  way. 

3  Do  you  not  feel,   dear  brother, 

His    Spirit   now    striving   within? 

Oh,   why  not  accept  His   salvation, 

And  throw  off  thy  burden  of  sin? 

4  Why  do  you  wait,  dear  brother? 

The  harvest  is  passing  away, 
Your  Savior  is  longing  to  bless  you, 
There's  danger  and  death  in  delay. 

300  God  Be  With  You. 

1  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 

By  His  counsels  guide,  uphold  you, 

With  His  sheep  securely  fold  you, 

God  be  with  you  till  wTe  meet  again. 

Cho. — Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet, 
Till  we  meet  at  Jesus'  feet, 
Till  we  meet,  till  we  meet, 

God  be  with  you   till  we  meet  again. 

2  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 

'Neath  His  wings  securely  hide  you, 

Daily    manna    still    divide    you, 

God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 

3  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 

When  life's  perils  thick  confound 

you, 
Put  His  arm  unfailing  'round  you, 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 

4  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again, 

Keep  love's   banner   floating   o'er 

you, 
Smite    death's    threatening    wave 

before  you, 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  again. 

301  Doxology. 

L.  M. 
Praise  God.   from  whom  all  blessings 

flow- 
Praise  Him,  all  creatures  here  below; 
Praise  Him  above,  ye  heavenly  host; 
Praise  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost! 
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